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Doing Her Bit-—By Gouverneur Morris 
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OOK sharp to the fabric in 
your clothes this season. 
Wool is scarce. It’s a time 
when Kuppenheimer Clothes 
mean more to you than ever 
before. Forhalfacentury the 
reputation of The House of 
Kuppenheimer has rested on 
the unequalled quality of its 
fabrics. $22.50 to $45. 


Our new book ‘Styles for Men" ¢s ready 
4 postal will get it 
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i SSE 4S ‘ce 99 
They Stand the “Army Test 


OOD marching shoes are as essential to 
military efficiency as good ammunition. A 
footsore army faces defeat. To stand the under- 

foot punishment of war where shoes are water-soaked, sun-baked, 
bruised and battered, ground down by maneuver, march, and 
counter march, it takes the steel-tough constitution of top-grade 
Armour’s Leather Soles—the kind marked with the Oval Label. 


Moreover, these leather soles, because they are grown 
by Nature, expand with body-heat—shape themselves to 
the foot—permit the ventilation that allows the feet to breathe. 
Also, their good, old-fashioned instep support averts any tendency 
toward fallen arches. 


Remember, the soles for the shoes of our boys in 
France are bought by tests—severe and rigid. It thus 
becomes highly significant that 60% of all the millions of soles being 
bought by the government are Armour’s—of Oval Label Quality! 


In these days of high shoe costs when you must be 
sure of value, you, too, can be certain of Armour’s Leather 
Soles on your shoes. You need only see that the Armour Oval 
Label is on the bottom. 


This mark which Armour reserves for fof quality 
indicates Nature’s finest products, improved by Man’s 
best processes. Armour’s Oval Label Leather Soles are cut only 
from the hide on the back of the animal where it grew toughest, 
densest, closest fibered to protect the vital organs. 


And only this choicest of hide, oak-tanned to retain 
its natural wear-resistance, goes into Armour’s Leather 
Soles. Look for this trade-mark and be sure of a best quality 
leather sole. 


ARMOUR LEATHER CO. 


CHICAGO — BOSTON 
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IDOUNG JER IBIT—B y Gouverneur Morris 


é i i 
Sa is the ionging t n i 
of the hillman for t © 5 
the hills, and not eeme : 
‘ grea ne ging 1 4 i ‘ 
é silor 1 tne ea but yt tee 
greater even than the long Wher 
ng of the childless for ct " the 1 
arer s the nging ol the pany told ! t 
er enched idier fo to have els ‘ 
eight da leave of absence 
Breens f the Foreign his breat! | 
Legion, had endured many { someone 
months of mud and frost millior 
ind ve r nd fighting if the n 
He was sick of it; stale the world 
! 5 He no sooner got to marr ‘ i 
som tnends wit i tupel ge \ 
il the mar Vas ause he had i 
' taken prisoner, 0 terrible str F 
oa base hos il, and and because ‘ ‘ 
B eene wi lid t make on the ragyged ecg 
Ir IS € nad begir ning ar ‘ 
i ver agalr immense isnt 


ly bursting into té 
secrets fror hin ll the Capta Ay 
} ies of ‘ had bh mi 
isted Q 
man; he eur he aske \ 
he had put hi i I Bre ‘ 
over the and patted hir eba 
butt of his He repeated est 
























lrrowed 
I away Irom giga mia 4 
shell-fire; he had taken part der t ha 
in amateur theatricals; and one Wi ave edt 
when the regiment was rest- Monp M 
ng he } i sned in the But f Bre P 
l nd helped the old a 
IM ple ar | ct ldren wit! M ! 
eir farmwork. He knew p er! i 
tnere s to KNOW about it ‘ 
i metimes ou I" , 
“ 1 when you ought ‘id B 
t » be il i} Vv some- . 
es, whe if were had 
4 ser le, rat a imar . ‘ 
being vo iwht t he d Ww) 
fright, you are not 
it all Y 
his regiment. he I 
had passed hi rey 1ieW before 
General Joffre; before ) 
Foch, De Castelnau, and M 
the President of the Repub- 
He had been cited in 
the orders of the day; I ; 
had had the military medal 
pinned on his breast; and 
he had been kissed on bot! 
cheeks by a French general 
who had a mustache like a ' 
walrus. } 
He had helped mer i 
attacked with gas and with 
had been dead; he knew 
roll over on its back; and just how long thereafter the swollen belly may be expected { , P : e be g 
burst oper Breene wrigs 
When the roar of an airplane filled his ears, and its shadow darkened hin ‘ longe Phe pare ne " ( 4 Ame 
took the trouble to look up. The modesty and common decency he had brought t hom I was showing a it the other Gay, made e a preset it t 
the army from Akron, Ohio, had forsaken hin It had st ed him to observe, a t ‘ 





mall boy, the friendly offices our art eal ancestor periorm tor ! i’ r I! 
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the trick?” asked Breene 
ny proof that it will,” said Captain Anjou. 
it is curious that this war, so inimical to 
hould be so enamored of others 


iu 
B' T Breene did not at once love Paris. It 
J hin mmensity sat upon him like a nightmare. 
confused, embarrassed, frightened, homesick, and 


bewildered 


sack there in the trenches you knew 
exactly what you had to do next. It 
but at least you 
completely up in the air 


lonely 
very disagreeable; 


rd to take a taxi to the address of the 

hich the thoughtful Captain Anjou 

and though the various persons from 

way were polite and even gently admir- 

tions were hard to follow. 
wasted near! 
to those parts of Paris of which he had seen pix 

And he had marched upon the hard pavements for 
he came at last to the street in 


two hours of his eight days before he 


three nours when 
e was to lodge:and to the archway that had over 
he had been hunting. 


ce was more than a boarding house; 


yumber for 
it was less 
An old woman with dimples and a mustache 
ame was She had an office just off 
rhe a parrot, a 
full of clean clothes, and a young girl who 


Bazin 
yffice contained a desk, 
and wrote in a fat ledger. 
learned that Breene had been sent 
F harming Captain Anjou,” they made 
I'he old lady seized his bundle; the parrot 
i itself; and the young lady rose from 
xcross a courtyard in which were iron 
and some freshly sprinkled palm trees, 
into a little iron cage. 
all three in the cage the young lady 
There was a long pause. Then the 
and coughed, and complained. Then it 
elf loose from some force that was holding 


two lade 


a 


were 

i white button 
groaned, 
eemed to tear it 
and then it began to ascend. It ascended for two flights; 
and then, though no one had spoken to it or pressed any of 
ts buttons, it groaned and lamented with bitterness, and 
topped 


They 


showed him into a clean and spotless little room 
And they hoped, with all their kind French 
’ would be comfortable in it, and happy 
remained with them. 
“* And look,” said the young lady, “‘ what a fine view you 
ave bo 
He went to the window and stood bashfully at her side. 
: " she said; “and yonder— those two dark 
Our Lady of Paris.” 
But,” Madame Bazin, 
iten! It is nearly one o'clock.” 
Maman,” said the young lady, “let us invite him to 
first meal in Paris with us. Then he will not feel 
bsolutely without friends.” 
eene looked from the kind old face to the beautiful 
and a lump arose in his throat. 
ladies,” he said, “how good you are! 
What can I say?” 
said Madame Bazin. 


1at is 
“our soldier hasn’t 


exclaimed 


were i: 


oung face 
“Oh, my How 
vuughtful! 
ou accept,” **We shall be 

you.” 
om had four walls, a floor, a ceiling, two windows. 
various dimensions and 


red happily at these 


He could not have been happier if every 


a . 
a re 
) thaw Ra @ 


flower of the wall paper had heen the face of a loving 
friend 

He walked to the window. 
dark towers of Notre Dame. 
laugh. 

‘You may be Our Lady of Paris,” he said, “but you are 
not mine.” 

He washed rapturously, brushed his hair, and, having 
sharpened a match, cleaned his nails. Then he went down 
to lunch. 

Lunch was very simple and very exquisite. Madame 

jazin served a gentle Bordeaux; and the three became 
fast friends, and touched glasses over the table. News of 
that charming Captain Anjou was demanded and supplied. 

Through the door that connected the dining room with 
the office, the parrot could be heard sneezing and blessing 
itself. A patron sent for Madame. Breene and Mademoi- 
selle were alone at the table. 

“Is it true that you haven't any friends at all in Paris?” 

““A few men of my regiment who have leave at this 
time; but they know their Paris well, and I don’t want to 
be in their way.” 

*‘Have you no idea how you will pass your time?” 

“Oh,” hesaid,“ I'll think of things. Things will happen.”’ 


He looked at the dim and 
And he broke into a joyous 


ar 


REENE had had very little schooling, but he was good 

at figures; so, when it came out that Mademoiselle 
Bazin had to spend part of the afternoon writing up the 
books he offered to help her. 

“But,” she objected, “‘there are a thousand things for 
you to do and see. Some of the museums are open., There 
are moving pictures. Have you seen the Champs-Elysées, 
the Tuileries Garden, the Place Vend6me?” 

“I'd like to help you,” said Breene. 

“Very well, you shall; and afterward I myself will take 
you for a walk and show you some of the sights.” 

They spent an hour over the books. There had been 
made a mistake of ten centimes. It was necessary to 
locate this mistake and rectify it. Sometimes their young 
heads were quite close together; and already Breene’s 
young heart was beginning to dance a jig. He had never 
been in love, and he found the first stages of the dis- 
though he did not recognize them for what they 
exquisite beyond imagination. 

Whenever Mademoiselle Bazin spoke he had to swallow 
hard. Whenever he could, he stole a look at her. He won- 
dered how such a beautiful and charming girl had escaped 
marriage. Perhaps her lover was with the army and they 
were to be married after the war. When this thought came 
to him he felt as if he had taken something bitter into his 
mouth. 

The parrot sneezed and blessed itself. 
selle Bazin exclaimed: 

“Here we are!” 

The mistake had been found. They made the necessary 
corrections. The books were in order. 

That afternoon she took him along the quais to Notre 
Dame. They did not walk. They strolled. They pot- 
tered. They hung over the parapets and watched the 
river slide by; “they rested on benches. And Mademoiselle 
f questions, all of 


ease 


were 


And Mademei- 


Bazin asked him an infinite number of 
which he answered. And when at last they stood before 
the Cathedral of Notre Dame she knew a great deal about 
him. 

“It is doubtful,” she thought, “that Our Lady of Paris 
has ever before received anything so young, so innocent, so 
curious about life, and so gentle.” 
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She sat for a few moments in one of a long row of chairs. 
Breene sat in the next chair. She looked up at the shady 
arches; Breene looked up too. ahead 
at the high altar, lighted with candles; Breene looked at 
the altar too. It reminded him of far-off days, when there 
had been a birthday cake for him with candles on it. Ther 
he looked at Mademoiselle Bazin to see what she was going 
to do next. 

She was kneeling on the prie-dieu that went with 
chair, and she had hidden her face on 
crossed hands. Breene knelt on his prie-dieu and hid his 
face—all but one eye. He kept a corner of that on hi 
companion, 

Presently she lifted her head; and Breene did 
They rose, then, and made a tour of the side 
When they came to Joan of Arc’s chapel they k 
prayed again. At least, Mademoiselle Bazin 
Breene’s whole life at the moment was a prayer, 
exhalation, a beseechment of—he knew not 
for—he knew not what. 

Some bereft mother had pinned her dead son's military 
medal on the Infant Jesus. Before them knelt 
soldier, with his sweetheart. An organ began to peal and 
a priest to chant. The lips of the blind soldier begar 
move. 

They stole away. When they were once more ir 
open air Mademoiselle Bazin looked at Breene and sa 
that his eyes were filled with tears. They found a benc! 

“It’s very funny,” hesaid. “I’ve been fighting for over a 
year, but I had no idea until to-day what I was fighting for.” 

“And now you know?” 

“T know that, no matter what happens, nothin 

rer be allowed to happen to Paris.” 

“In less than a day you have learned to love Par 

He nodded, and said: 

“I think it must be a case of love at first sig 

They strolled back to the Maison Bazin; a: 
almost dinner time. Madame Bazin rr 
excitement. She had received from her sis 
unable to use them because of a migraine, 

Folies. She herself had promised to be at 
a visit from her lawye 2 Already the seats 
as wasted. 

The parrot sneezed and blessed itself. 

“That sacred bird!" cried Madame. 
he was a general in command of a grouy 
he sneezes!” 

The parrot gave a derisive howl of laughter 

“But the two seats for the F« * exclaimed 
selle Bazin. ‘“‘ What could have fallen more apr 
dying to go; and if our soldier will have pity 

He had pity. 

It seemed that Madame Bazin’s sister had also sent h« 
motor. But when they reached the theater Mademoiselle 
Bazin sent it away for good. 

“‘It will be more fun to walk,” she said; “‘and you 
see why.” 

It was wonderful how many people 
seemed to know—a general on leave; a bo 
starched shirts or low necks; and in all 
were people to whom she sent nods an 
beautiful girl who came out at 
Alsatian peasant, to wave the French 
Marseillaise, so that shivers ch: 
was not so beautiful. 

In all the theater there wa 
little trouble 


She looked straight 


her 
the backs of her 


a wordless 


what; an 


a blind 


Was ina 


1: ° 
11eS 


Mademoi 


the 
used up and « 

no one who 
to look smart ar Wwui 


Continued on Page 49 















EEDLE your way throw 


crowded streets of Mexico 





motor to the suburbs, and you w 


ib sleeves, exchange glances with, or pass 





long 


he road, rebels, ex-rebels and honest 


soidiers. Saunter or drive about the 





A 4 4 , ai 
nd vou will see. f etof +} naivia S 
@iu A Weill » deat ace, t ai’ Acal 
vho present the Diggest probiem ol recon- 
structior Mexico. You will encounte 
sufficient number of the army of one | 
dred and I¢ teen thousand to convince yu 
tnat, eve I e pa is are padded, there 


are large groups Ol men actually drawing 


aiaries 











This Wee t is mid- cousir 
of General Zapata, the bi of the 
state of Morelos, where lanta 
ms are irrendered, with tw tne a 
men, to the National Government 34 
ho wished to join the army of the Republic 
vere permitted to do so. Last week these 
men were analt lo iv they are soldle 
Not I the peo \ oin the Natio 
Army are i t anda Ss iuses the 
eal uble e count listrict eee 
mes, after the ex-rebels have bee wit 
he government force g enough to ¢ 
new rifles and seve rounds of ammu 
the I t n intalu to ‘ 
ve med |} eir old chief wit 1 hana 
hake and an enthusiastic hug—the cu 
nar lial greeting between Mex 
mends 
A fe i igo t ils of the B 
I t ~) We t IT uf nre ligt one ft 
iburt Approa g a garrison, they s 
1 soldier sitting on the curt moking a 
garette. As the passed he shouts 
Stop!” and other words, which wer¢ . ry) iNikre 
imbled they could not be understood S Yr es 
The automobile which had passed the > en in 


a cs 
man, backed to within a few feet of him, | — =] fA-GENOARNE 





“The Revolution and 


i the chauffeur asked what was wanted SSeS VAN MRE S 
' ’ AS 
i tead ¢ inswe gy the soldier, who is 
¢ ie! ntoxicated, continued to pufl 
" gazed at e foreigners After wait 
eve I ite I | ect ng no ex} 4 
ol f bile advanced imme : 
liate ‘ dic imped up, recovered PRiRyiLial 
lance ind started toward the barracks u ’ . 
f e. The Englishmen huddled ir 
he ea the ! iffeur added gas ne 
el ‘ e rebe ould ¢ ey were 
eve j ed 4 iwi 
he eing 1 ther route to the 
tr I . t ia et ir t . et 
React gy tne ¢g rt ne | 
a t ‘ | € ghw ne a 
pal lier A capta standing 
! f held up | hand. The car 
t t | es ile i at attentior 
Is th the automobile that was ordered t » Stop a few because tne ars 
hours ago while passing here the officer asked one-fourth of the ar 
The British officials expected a summary execution, but Friends of Pre 
g experienced excitement before, decided to preserve the First Chief, w 
the caln : 
Ye senor Ca I replied an I giusnhmar we were 


red to stop; and we did 


His explanation was interrupted. 





How Discipline Was Maintained from the army or 
to-day, is not fe 


; ALLr ght, sefior,”’ politely answered the officer. “‘I wish be overthrown, ev 
4 to inf t ; 








nform you that discipline has been maintained. guilty this 1 

You may go, ge ntlemen.”” and quietly to el 

Soldi ll at attention, the automobile departed; but Whether Mr. ¢ 
the foreigners could not understand whether they or the which has not bee 

ldier had been disciplined. Inquiries made the next day l 
showed that the soldier had been shot for giving an order 

thout orders from an officer. Discipline was maintained 
t executior 

It is not always the soldiers, however, who are to be 
blamed. I met the ager of a large American corpora- the mire upon wl 
tion, who, for two has been paying tribute to six nform you that t 
generals. The price protecting his property has been day, and that if it r 
between three thousand and seven thousand pesos, at be able to wreck it 
ntervals determined by officers. To-day automobiles are lems facing the gov 
being shipped into Mexico City by dozens and the generals are the rebels and 
have asked this manager for six autos. He telegraphed to Finance is, of course, 
Detroit for the cars and expects to be able to pay the graft because the problems of 
within a very short time It is, indeed, a new use for are not similar to th 
motor cars; but the manager and the company are satished yuuntries seifishr 


*? 
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REBELS AND REVOLUTION 


n By Carl W Ackerman 
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Continued on Page 66 
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Notes From a Private in France—By George Pattulllo 


I am just fine, feeling better every 
| | guess you thought | wasn’t going to 
er, but I. had no time. At last I got time, 

iuse one of my feet is stove up and the captain 
me for this afternoon 
f us arrived across the pond in safety and sure 

but can’t tell anything about it now because 

‘ to write much. But I been 

ur hundred miles since February the first. 

it?—-and ail at Uncle Sam’s expense! 


allow us 


France is some 
We are drilling hard and getting ready to 
Kaiser. Ha, ha! We are learning the 

| of fighting and getting ready to knock his 

believe me, I’m there with that stuff, J. C.! 

g all kinds of songs, too, to sing about the 


uu another thing too 


one the other day that goes by the same 
My Little Girl, 
I know; sure 


you know I love 


you do 


T love 


mg for you each day; 


you Knou you, 


I’m fighting for you, 
h many miles away 

ock the block right off the Kaiser. 
Rhine; 

old { 


tune of Auld Lang Syne 


i drive him crost the 


right back to the 


, 


It sure does sound great so far 
hundred 
with the bas " & & 


ut two of us bearing 


A Land Worth Fighting For 


VUT I must 


tell you about this country and what we 
) been up to, 


because you and Art and the other guys 
over soon with the draft, and you will 
to the country. Believe me, the old 
issome pond! You can’t see a bit of land any 
mind to look, not for eight or ten days; and 
a fact, for I sure tried. And we had a scare 
tell account of Uncle Sam 


pe coming 


int to De Wise 


you about 
stuff. 
is a right pretty country 


can't 

wn on that 
most as pretty as 

No wonder them guys fight like they do. 
something worth a scrap, and no mistake. It 
tier than the U.S. but the U.S. is grander. That’s 
ff} ce between us. There’re hills and deep valleys 


rere! 


and all kinds of trees, and you never seen anything like 
the grain crops and vegetables what they grow. 

Now and again you come across a castle up on a hill, 
with big thick walls and great big parks round it. The 
roads is good, too, and awful pretty, with a row of trees on 
both sides reaching near eighty feet. And they build their 
bridges solid of stone. 

All our boys is billeted in villages, about twenty or 
thirty of same strung out round country. They are awful 
old villages, too, and they were run down when we come 
but now they are clean. And next thing you know we will 
be getting the natives to scour out the inside of their 
houses maybe. 

There’s about four hundred people in this village, not 
counting our boys. But hardly any men at all, except old 
men who keep coming up to shake hands with you most 
every day and one who had been a soldier kissed me on 
both cheeks before I could stop him. The others are up on 


the front line. Of course we have some French soldiers 
here, too, but they are either them Chasers who learn us thé 
drill or they are back on leave to help get in the crops 
These Chasers are the pick of the French Army, J. C 

But gee, if it don’t stop raining the crops will be ruined 
sure enough. They are all ready to be cut and here comes 
the consarned rain, day in and day out. I am sure fed up 
on rain! It has rained now five days steady. 

Well, the boys live in billets, J.C 
system of taking care of soldiers. I like it fine because it is 
a change. None of them live in houses where the natives 
are living. The officers live in houses where the natives are 
living, but that’s because most of them are polite guys 
and can be counted on not to raise no rough house. 


.. Which is the French 


Well, the billets are empty barns where no cattle have 
been kept since a long while, or a sort of empty storehouse, 
maybe; or a big old house that ain’t been lived in since the 
year of the Big Wind. We have thirty-two men in our 

billet, which is an old hay barn made of stone 

with plaster and a tile roof. 

the boys sleep up there, but not on the hay 


covered 


It has a mow: and some of 
because that 


is against orders. 


Clean Quarters and Good Chow 


HEY put regular cots in this billet for us, and 
have to keep it as tidy as any other barracks. 
no sir! If you want to smoke, go o 
We hang our kits up on nails in the bez 
and every morning we police the front 
of refuse and haul it away. 
natives bring out their refuse for us to cart away 
We don’t make them do it, but the captain let 
know that this would be done for them if they 
because he wants to keep the whole place as clean 
a whistle so we won't have no sickness. 


no smoking 
in the rain! 
street in 


sweep up every bit 


They sure raised a howl when we started to cart 
their manure, J. C. You would have thought it 
coal or something. But we only wanted to get it away 
from quarters, and as soon as they found out it 
only be put in another place everything was hur 


would 
Ky-daory. 
The mess is right across the street, which is a narrow 
winding street. It isin a yard where there is a shed and 
we have plank tables under the fruit 
pears and plums. We get fine meat, and the chow 
O. K. Say, did you know the French people never used 
no refrigerator meat till lately? Well, they didn’t; and 
it gave the government all sorts of trouble to learn the 
people that refrigerator meat was fit to eat. 


trees, which are 


Ain Eleven:Year:Old Poitu, Chartes Meux, Who Has Been Two Years in the French Service and Once Wounded 
Sammees Practicing Their French Behind the Lines Somewhere in France 













e L GOLD FLAKL A a5) 
» PLAYERS 
= CAPSTAN a G 


GOOF. 


oer, 
3° MATCHES, 










A 
“N 
G 








A British Canteen Near the Firing Line Atready Has Taken on the American Flavor French Nurses Serving Roast:Beef Sandwiches to American Seidiers on Their Arri ‘ 


dark and has a sour sort of taste to 





al id and some don't like it, but after 
week I got kind of used to the stuff. They aim to 
furnish us white bread beginning next Monday. 

Wow, I bet if the French soldiers could get their teet! 


nto the kind of food Uncle Sam gives his boys they would 








ijup ra week and then they would rear up on their I nd 
egs and smash tar out of the Germans. Because food 
S important thing of all for a soldier. A dougt 





lave any pep unless he gets three squares a day, 
and he won't fight good on an empty stomach. 


The poor Frenc les never get chow iike We do, J. 4 We 





beef and roar about it sometimes, but the Gospel truth is 
we live better than any other soldiers in the world—us and 
the British, I mean. It’s just as good as we get back home, 
ind you know what that is 


A couple of French soldiers eats with us, an you oug! t 


o see them guys go tolt And one is getting fatter than a 

pet call I bet if they was ordered back to their own chow 

they would go out behind the barn and cry like childrer 
But of course you couldn t neve satisfy soldiers, because 


some guys will always kick. The general come throug! 





kitchen. ‘‘Getting enough to eat?” he says to our cook 
all right?’’ And the fool cook up and says Ve 


but we are short of canned salmon, general 








Knowed the captain had sent for 
some tive days before, and it 
hadn’t been delivered So of 


course that made the Old Man 





take notice, al sked i 
the cook use Lei € 
got lots of bacon s the coc 


A Homesick Bunch 


peed do you know about 
Y that, J. C.! But that’s 
cOOKS every time. Lots of ba 
con! Why, the Germ F 
a couple of regiments for the 
bacon this army puts under its 


belt at one meal. 





all sitting in our billet when I 


And the other evening we was 
] ? 

noticed SI orty Steen look ng 
awful down in the mouth, so I 


at was the matter. 





asked him \ 
“Gee,” he says, “I wish I was 
Shanghai now.” Ain’t that 
ist like asoldier? Always wish- 
ing he was somewheres he ain’t 
It was the same down in Mexico, 
and then Shorty wanted to be 
back in Portland, Maine. 
Americans is awful queer 
people, J.C. They may not ow: 
nothing to speak of back home 
» always kicking ther: 
about the food sharks and the 
Wall Street hell hounds tl 
owns the banks, but the minut 


1 are 


they go some wheres else the 

get homesick and begin to roar 

Yes, sir, Americans get home- 
f 


sick quicker than any other folks 


earth, I re 
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rday to inspect and he took a squint at our 
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 Dille esha S are oly \ a (rt H i | ( ‘ 

ind have a kind of earthwork round them to head off ar the yea ! too, and! ! ‘ 

bombs a German aviator might drop on the ground And Ou get too i pay, J. ¢ " 

hey are disguised with branches of trees, too, J. C et good f he ink ‘ are 
Speaking of airships 1 es me think of e fig I see ‘ lhe 

one day. along and all of iden I heard at e new 
ot it re Was ama é ‘ i ore ‘ 4 ‘ 
ildr i le puffs of ‘ ‘ Zz é é ale and a \ 

inderr of a hose Ar the atives ‘ l \ i take a é 

beat it for their houses, and the bo Deat | ‘ l i 

billets But Steve didn’t beat it no r! I figured if the Croing yrnie i 

German airman could hit me from way up there he was 

sure some sho o ne wit ! Sol ed rig Price-Fixing in France 





where | was an 


All over the village there is places marked , wi a whe the find themselve wit 
, , 
means cave voulte, which is French for storm cellar, and the money, and things cheaper an what the 
. rs i i f < nit ou home, what 





orders is to duck for one of these caves ther ite wt do they do I willtell you what the 
in airship that \OKS ea Ger! The i I i ea ge s] ne ‘ ‘ ne 
but stone houses ot i stor ist 11d tau int i 

he ( he ll order a é ! 


Weill, the orders is to get off the 









still if an airship comes along wl I go and do No beer f é l 
for a wood if there is one handy U SEE ne, ve ! Youca e} i 
t is a German and he gets close ¢ tTice a " ‘ \ 
. \\ 
i 
ate 
Ihe bre 
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yt ‘ 
ind Kids Dé 
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Getting the Dinner Ready in an American Camp Continued on Page 87 
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erir i for though an early 
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)WERS met him aboard ship 


It was a swel 


Catherine Apcar, 
} 
I 


our-smelling betel 
and kept her travel 
ere Came no coolness 


np breeze 


, and everybody 
under the No one seemed 


yud noise broke out among the Asiatics, 


Ked awnings. 


omas Gray, second officer, dominated 

in irons for less!” declared 

“Don’t care what your religion 

go defacing my bulkheads till the blinking 

Put them things away, 
and scrub ‘em jolly well out!” 

When Towers reached the foredeck he found Gray—the 

. 1 crowd of Hindu peddlers and workmen 
at a strange, meek, but stubborn little 
who had just set down a pot of red lead 


man put 


th pa 


passion. 


looks like a sla ighterhou e. 


e that bucket, 


, will you?” said T. Gray. “They find 
white bulkhead front of the dining saloon, up 
hill like the deck of the ship, ran a lot of crooked 
ed as if in blood: 
Hury Seke Jehovah. 
(/l Drunks see the Lord. 
Gil your Soul saved right. 
j of out-poring at Hand, 
Hury Seke my Face. 


officer, with a scandalized air, pointed out to 
He need not have done 


slare of Bengal Bay they assailed the eye like 


crimson warnings. 


I’ve a good mind to tock him up!” cried Mr. Gray, 
| tor Johnson’s term of endearment 
He don It’s a fair fright!” 
ed man blinked mildly, with dead blue 
indabout the disturbance he had caused. He wore 
uit of winter clothing, wrinkled and soiled; a 
led by a kind of man-of-war’s ribbon that 
Plenteous In Mercy”; and over 
vulder, hanging by a worn leather strap, a pouch that 
rged untidy printed pamphlets. His lank hair seemed 
cinders and the dust of tramping, 
ground deeply also into his pale, worn face. Yet 
expressed some hidden conviction, calm 


y 
ng Dor among 
all this, 


tie uray fac 


iL encir 


1imed in gilt letters “ 


with ilway 
1were 
man’s look 
nfronted Dan and the officer humbly. 
1 poor and needy,’”’ he quoted in a hollow voice 
1 for his frame; “‘yet the Lord 
Let them be desolate for a reward of 
at say unto me, Aha, aha.’” 

steerage passengers grinned like a crowd of 
. their soiled white robes. Thomas Gray 

to Dan with helpless indignation. 


too large 


nh me 
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You hear him, Mr. Towers? 

He can talk better’n a parson, 

but here he goes daubing up my 

ship with blood an’ nonsense. 

And spelled wrong too! They 

drive a man wild—these devil-dodgers 
going to convert the world, eh? Rats in 
their garrets.”’ 

Dan regarded the grimy figure before 
him. It was impenitent, stubborn, con- 
ceited, yet pitiable. No white man 
ought to make such a public show of 
himself. This one could not be right in 
the headpiece. Nevertheless, Dan’s 
heart was moved toward the grubby lit- 
tle fellow, for he had known many an 
eccentric in his day. 

“That’s all right, Tom,” said Dan. 

“If you'll shoo the crowd away I'll help 
him wash off the red paint. It can’t have 
set so quick. An easy job, looks like.” 

So Dan, in part for exercise, in part 
from kindness, mopped the red legends 
off the Catherine Apcar’s forward bulk- 
head. The painter of those legends and a disgusted Malay 
boy worked at his side. The job was fairly long, for the red 
lead, once on, had taken a good hold. 

“Look here, old Hury Seke, my friend,” Dan remarked 
while scrubbing, “you'll only get into trouble if you deco- 
rate ships this way. Better chuck it up.” 

The evangelist gave him a pitying smile. 

“My trouble ain’t nothing,” he said, wringing out his 
mop in a bloody stream. “ You see, boy, I'm on my way 
to win the unnumber’ble souls of India and snake ’em 
outen their darkness. What do I care for trouble, son? 
I've known it, you bet you! ‘He brought me up also out of 
an horrible pit, out of the miry clay, and set my feet upon 
a rock, and established my goings. And he hath put a new 
song in my mouth, even praise ’” Here the man, re- 
moving his stiff beribboned hat, allowed the sweat to rain 
down his forehead. ‘I am agoing to sing praise among the 
heathen.” 

The Malay deck boy looked at him with pouting dis- 
approval. 

“Well,” said Dan, “you seem to know the Fortieth 
Psalm pretty well, for a starter.” 

“Run her over in my mind this morning,” said the little 
man. Then the significance of Dan’s comment reached 
him. His dead blue eyes brightened. “‘Why, do you know 
the Word, also?” 

This was the beginning of a strange friendship. 


” 


BY HENRY J. SOULE WN 


“Where you bound?” asked Dan. “Calcutta, 


I suppose?” 

“To India. It is a land rich in heathen. 
Cities and their names are nothing. I have 
spread the gospel a many hundred mile, my son, 
and painted the news that there is no tarrying, 
on rocks and high places, culverts andfences, from 
Cherryfield to Suisun. My work ain’t ended till 
I’ve cried the glad tidings over India.” 

He spoke like a hero, while 
ready to melt and faint in his 
heavy clothing. 

“Can you talk the bat?” asked 
Dan. “Can you preach in 
Hindi?” 

The man shook his head wearily, 
but with no sign of surrender. 

“The language of the Scrip 
tures,” he replied, “is enough. 
Plain English will git me there. 
When the Day of Outpouring 
cometh, there'll be a flame of fire 
on my topknot, young feller, and 
the gift of tongues will be given.” 

The officer, who had 
loitered in the background, broke 
a long and studious silence. 

“TI thought so. One o’ those 
Pentecostal Brethren,” said he. 
“What theyneed is the gift of spell- 
ing, along with an outpour of soap 
and water. You can’t make noth 
ing of them, Mr. Towers.” 

During the pilotage up Hugli, 
however, Dan made a few more 

The man 
was not, as Gray said, a regular 
Pentecostal Brother, but 
thing of the kind, though unat 
tached and alone; he had traveled 
far, in dirt, poverty and wretched- 
ness; and now, with nine Straits dollars and a guilder t 
furnish his purse, he carried toward India a burning faith, 
a knowledge of the King James Bible by heart, and such 
hope and ignorance as left Dan uncertain whether to weep, 
laugh, or admire him. 

They had many talks on deck by starlight, lying among 
bearded Afghans who listened like recumbent phantoms. 
Hury Seke—forso Dan called him, and he adopted the nick- 
name as a compliment—tried to convert his young friend 
from the illusion of this world, but would hear nothing in 
return by way of worldly good advice. Before the Apcar 
tied up near Garden Reach, Dan, who was not wealthy, 
had forced the little fellow to take a couple of sovereigns. 
And so they parted, on the Maidan in Calcutta. 

“For heaven's sake,” cried Towers earnestly, “do take 
care of yourself, Hury! This is a hot country. Look!” 
And he pointed to where, while they were speaking, a 
broker’s pony had fallen dead in the Old Course. “Do 
eat proper, and dress cool, and rest a while, and—and 
wash often, this weather.” 

The sweaty apostle hitched his leather bag of pamphlets 
into place, like a willing horse in a bad collar. 


second 


\4 facts out of his friend. 
Along a Bat. / : 
tlement Galloped the some 
Curving Silhouettes of 
Many Large Monkeys 


Toek the Onty Gharri, an Unpainted Box With Half the Spokes Leaning From its Wheels and All the Stats Broken in its Window Shutters 
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You’re a worthy young man, 
ined, with his dazed bh 





le eyes xed on the distance I phant 








wouldn’t be a mite surprised } } 
meet in the New Jerusalem. Repent, the 
no time. Mind what I tell you, Dan 
repent, right straight off!” grinding curry ] ler These sights, and worse ‘ l the le 
With that he trudged away 
down with winter clothing in the fierce 
forward obstin: 











tely across the lawn, as though obliged to pa erabie heid ana { atched dwellings tf ne ater Was eT ng 





march against liam and capture it single-handed side D er t th « 1, and not ence 


< hat dangled the man-of-war Turn ba uid our tra | 3} i time Da 17 t ta g. Ca ise Wa 


Down from hi 


ribbor *Plent ercev ”’ — like the ts f a Seote ard the landing 1 t : , f xs 
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bonnet. Dar 





out of sig! ifter tha treet abite 


“Dead of sun or 












on tor a parr ot brothers i 
Dundee to rent an acre of mud 
ze for a jett 


1 front: 
{ What energy! 


on acreek of Ganges or Brahma 


putra. The job we 





simple. That acre « 

famed sore point in the strategy 

of jute merchants, belonged toa 

native lordling w 

self the Maharaja of Mayagar 
ld of iu 


ho called hin 


id of jute 


ts, M. David, ev 


Ralli—were rumored to have 


Great firms in the wor 








for tootholad upor 


e oozy inlet of 





that dreamed away so many) 
blazing days under its wall olf 
ishes, and cared nothing Ifo 
ymmerce or European hast 
The Maharaja stated its posi- 
t I 


on in a tew words 























To the dakh-bangla,” said Dan, crou g so that s th tired gr 
elmet should not bump the roof agai To the ise, gha ‘ etch é 


The driver avoided a black sow that la nurning re alte igt ‘ ‘ i] | t | ‘ 





here is no dakh-bdar y cir aie 


“Well. drive on,” said Mr Towers with an ir ara groal pend twent 1 year eG 
We'll see the village anyhow.” nid yea ) r ed | 


T + of ait N nioht under ty 1 not linner garde led th funereal tree 
The prospect of sitting all g inder a ee did dinne 


t) 


allure him; nor was e gharri clean enough to sleep 11 He slanted | f g rod efu ita | ‘ ‘ 


He drove on, aimlessly The village proved to be a wretched loa i cat rif t erhanging Alt § Continued on Page 28 
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LIVE 


of vourself; 


ION] 


allt 


ached 
to atte 


the ye 


1d hee 


isers, Bobbie 


lidn’ 


S was his name; 
Bobbie. 
diminutive 


1 him 
ite 
n youth and I 
nd him through 
ing man himself was inclined to 
n Bobbie in knickerbockers and 
in school and Bobbie in 
t so much mind being Bobbie 
fellows; but it was a bit weari- 
also to be Bobbie in the real- 
& except old 
e coals for something, and 


Nu 


Son when 


ian 
} 


Let me see you a moment.” 


} 


tain 


ike Martin Calahan; 


ome g 
» going 
1 
rood «de 
i 
a 


love 


h 


Vas 


al 


that 


Calahat 


uble witt 
she fir 


f 


ne day a 


gazed out of 


hed cheeks at the 
the trouble w 
portsmantlike. 
yu think too mi 
to 
ilar | 


take 


artic USI 
th 
t 

30% 


At any ite, 


i 
o, he 
i hundrec 


m 


a 


anh} 


hat 


vweatedly that, t 


lear 


CS in 
it’s your call to exist 
med after a time as if Bobbie had learned 
he did master a few of the simpler 


Bobbie ured to 
Pussie or Susie? 


stew. 
i Ine I'd 
for the simple reason 
ffeminate about Bobbie. 
ight guard at Dartmouth 
then moves over to tackle 
solid 
green-and-white ever 
He may be 
his 


three seasons of as 
the 
etleminate. 

zle blush 


and he 


and when 
woman's; 
e hands of a scheming 
but 
rit and stamina, and, 
over the top, is likely 
al of power in attack. 


tasteful than the name 


perception of the 
d him more than they 


aven’t got much of a 
his own way of diag- 
d I’m so darned easy- 
everybody puts it 


was a diagnostician of 


you, Bobbie,” he de- 
igered his faded goatee 
nall saffron eyes over 
subject of hisspecula- 
ith you is that you are 
You're bright enough, 
ich of the other fellow. 
of himself; that’s 
life. You take 


are 


uch as, for instance, not to knock 


nd not to boost one’s rival’s. Once 


id a lot, and Calahan began to think 
ia year he was paying the young man, 


rn gentleman round the office whose a’s 


and who could meet the swells who 
for the summer, not 
rown out of the window. 
it began to be noticed that Bobbie, 
lot only now and then, was actually 
of them. At least Bobbie noticed it; 
fact to the attention of Mr. Calahan 
© get rid of hearing about it, he raised 


cottages was 


ixteen hundred; and then, after impor 


nonths 


} 
th a 


dreams, his energies, his time. 


ishes 
way, 


football shoulders 


nit he 
’ yn Une 


like Drusilla, | 


of elapsed time—the lot selling 
eighteen hundred, at which point the 
kind of jar, as if it had struck 
is Bobbie did not notice that, for 
illa began to absorb more and more of 
Drusilla 
and she had rakish black eyes; which 
re not to her discredit, for they were 
I and she possessed a heart of gold. 
taller than he looked, 
but, instead of being 


as the reader must 


was also tall 


1e was blond; and, 


sUSper ted, he possessed no gold soever,. 


bu 
ndred, I 
ome when he n 


da abet 


1 reported the raising of his salary to 
rusilla agreed with him that the time 
iight safely ask her father. The young 
ted as he was, went to this task grimly 


ps lived in the big house of many gables on 


n 
mansion 
nost 


Lown, 


hide it from the road. 


where the old stone fence comes down 
intry proper begins. Wide lawns sur- 
chestnut trees and a wealth of 
The time chosen 


and 


Leu s TRA TE DO 


By Peter Clark Macfarlane 


B. 


tal 

— » * wa” 
was three in the afternoon, when 
Daniel Lathrop, awakened from his 
after-dinner nap, was enjoying a cigar 
on the veranda before ordering the 
car round for a run down to the docks 
to"see what, in the two hours since 
he had left, might have happened to 
the comfortable business in coal, lumber and stone the 
Daniel Lathrop Company carried on. This was supposed 
to be the most approachable hour in her father’s day, which 
was why Drusilla, clever strategist, had chosen it; yet 
Bobbie had not got his matter half out when Papa Lathrop 
cranked himself up with a cough and jarred Bobbie with a 
glance that searched and sifted him to the toes. 

“Twen-n-ty-seven years old, young man,” inter- 
jected with brusque displeasure, ““and no smoke on the 
ball yet!” 

This cynical observation was delivered with a tone and 
an emphasis calculated to make clear that Bobbie, by such 
tardiness of personal achievement, had set himself entirely 
outside the pale of hope. 

“But I I've got prospects,” floundered Bobbie. 

“‘Prospects!"’ snorted Lathrop, color appearing in the 
roots of his iron-gray hair. ‘“* You work for that flimflam- 
mer, Calahan.” 

Bobbie—credulous child—was honestly shocked. 

“Mr. Calahan not a flimflammer,” he protested 
loyally. ‘‘ He's a fair and square business man.” 

“Don’t | know?” peeved Daniel Lathrop, letting his 
gray eyes wander away to the horizons of time long past. 
“Didn't I have dealin’s with him once? He’s a cheat! 
He would do you out of the dinky little salary he pays you 
if he could.” 

“It’s eighteen hundred a year he pays me,” corrected 
Bobbie with dignity; this was one of the details he hadn’t 
got out yet, 


Mr. Lathrop 


he 


is 


‘Just the Price of the New Car 
Drusilla’s Patavering for for 
Her Birthday,’ Commented 

Witheringly 
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the price of the new car 
Drusilla’s palavering for for her b 
commented Mr. Lathrop with- 
eringly; and then contemplated 


the ash of his cigar during a moment 


“Just 
inthe 
day,” 
zegs#s he 
of embarrassed silence on Bobbie's part, for there was 
answer to be made to a remark like that by a man ir 
position. 
Nevertheless, in this interval of speechlessness Danie 
and I 


Lathrop’s expression grew softer, when 
eyes turned up to meet the 

in Bobbie ,* 
considering him seriousl) 


it seemed as if he 


yung man!” 
smoke and th 


d—say! 


**Show me something, } 
frankly. ‘“‘Show me some 
talk about Drusilla. Ar 
up By hokey, Bob J 
Calahan another year without finding out 
eithe r n rt 


show Calah: 


too. ones, if you work 


he’s a shell-game artist, you're 
bright or not very honest y 
The flush of 
cheek. 
“Oh, no offense, lad; no offense,”’ propi 
Mr. Lathrop with calculation. 
soul, boy, I know you're as straight 
make ’em; but Calahan’s not. He’s : 
Not a big one, you understand; just 
nary garden variety of small-town sharp 
a community that’s got a little 
him, and he’s makin’ a bluff at tryin’ 
up. Not very keen either 
Most any body who set out to could thr 
Mr. Lathrop’s car came 
corner just then and he 
town, thoughtlessly omitting to 
Bobbie to ride in with him 
for which the latter was truly grat 
Drusilla 
apple trees. 
She knew by 


ourself.”” 


anger mounted on 


tiated 


“Bless you 


Calah: 


embarked 


since was waiting under 
Bobbie’s walk what 
father’s answer had been. 

**Never mind,” the girl comforte« 
fully when Bobbie had told his stor 
love you, even if you’re not smart 

“But I am!” bristled Bobbie. 
as smart asanyof’em. Calahan say 
smart.” 

**Show 
Drusilla 
“Show them!” 

“There you go!” 


> 
40ND 


them, then, 
with a challenge ir 
protested 
feeling himself conspired agains 
what your father said 


to me: 
then ul 


something, and 
Drusilla’ 
bought with some sort of 


we ll 


us if you 


achievement 
young man’s indignation was quite rea 
Drusilla bit her lip. 


looking at him very seriously, for her 


=, “Bobbie,” s 
mes 
pression had changed, “did it ever occur to y 
that you ought to show me 
This time Drusilla’s eyes were not rakish or 
tantalizing or mischievous. They : 
and tender; and the look of them went throug! 
like a white-hot streak. 
“Let it hurt you a little if it must, Bobb 
it had hurt | 


something too 


seeing readily enough that m. 
idea you ought to get.” 
Bobbie flushed and his glance fell, for he 

her allusion perfectly, unexpected as the shaft was. 
father was money-making; her 
money-making— hustling, thriving fellows in the near 
towns; and he—he was not Perhap 
had rather been taking it for granted that old Danie 


of then 


cousins were rn 


money-making. 


Lathrop was making money enough for all three 

That, he now saw, was a fault, even in Drusilla’s ey 
“Drusilla, you're right,”’ he said, and his head was lif 

high and balanced proudly on the broad shoulders. 


es, 


show you! I'll show your father. I'll show ‘em all.” 
Drusilla did not express the entire voltage of the thr 

joy that this assurance, so ready, so serious and so mat 

gave her; but she smiled happily and then framed 

her lips a red double rose that was entirely ripe 

Bobbie plucked, after noticing first that a 

and then watched 


ry 
LOT pi 


ing. 
hanging bough screened the roadway, 
while Drusilla, twirling her fantastically 
and-white parasol over a graceful shoulder, made way 


figured blue 
with a springy girlish stride, across the turf to tl 
hidden amid trees and shrubbery. 

Trudging thoughtfully back to town, Bobbie decided a 
part of his failure lay in the fact that he lacked opportunity. 
One of the outstanding traits of the young man’s character 


e house, 
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was that when he felt the lack of a thing he never had the Mr. Calahan touche 












































4 least hesitance about going to someone who might possess came and he dictated the 
4 it and asking for it. He was almost naive about that; and tween Calahan & Son, par é 
\ he could do it neatly. Bobbie Jones was a most unobjec- and Robert L. Jones, par 
tionable asker. The outcome of this half hour of trudging while Bobbie tric 
and thinking was that he went straight to Mr.Calahanand and to pretend he ad 
told him he thought he could do better work for the firm wanted out of this inter \\ 
t\ and for himself if he were a partner instead of an en ploy ee. matter of fact, he had 1 
( Martin Calahan, brooding over the future of his own he had been pract 
\ igh son with all the si tude of a hen with one chick, was any rate, he had beer 
I iea not to that night e t D 
Bf sa be : 
’ ‘ eg P 
} ne a 
{ ” “Isn't tha ‘ 
{ a? » tell you the rotter 
\ trutl ire not a natural real-estate mar You haven't He had, therefore, t I ¥ 
: got t drive out there now, bucking the it was great; and he bu fe | 
line every minute. Nothing stops him; nothing bests him first time in his business I 
Just put over a deal to-day for a new tract of housebuildin’ Jones and real works 
land. Ben’s got the makings of a man of big business.”’ acquainted, and went 
Bobbie followed the proud, affectionate glance of Cala- arm oftentimes from i 
Ny nan S through two « doorways to the private midnight. Theyoungma { 
‘ office of ¢ han Junior | Ss eyes rested with unrea through stern ( f 
\ ynat distaste upon the flat-nosed, elephant-waisted commission r : pa grea ‘ 
figure of Ber to its | and wring it 1 tl be 
| Ben has got the good ¥ i havent was Martin's from the ands of is ‘ 
\ If I ur my nt iT\ 1uct oO! aiter i fresh Corl = and lr le Ss1o!1 ° 1 ‘ik 
pa e the two In consequence the e. 4 
I adn ne ew ba saw 
Ber 4 T ‘ net a I indred and I ; if 
| was I re and the second month t} Phe 
hundred and forty. Bu I ‘ t I 
a r this told on Bobbie He | ed 
his too-as] himself in the midst of t 1 real-estate f« ‘ 
| You think you’ve got the stuff in you to make a_ ata dance, or in the mon these 
member of t 7m he postulate 2 cunn : Why a _— om ball on unt . vne rare “Never Mind,’ the Girt Com:s a ut ‘ort Jud 7 
/ aon t now that irn your Salary as it is; and I times now when he got to the nks wit! Good. “0 Bin Men Moe ' R bie’s eve It le te 
1 don’t. T you what I ll do, Bobbie and Martin's veiled eyes and mind, wl achaffering i yeu're Not Smart é é i; and 
7 nanne¢ that of conferring an important favor: “I'll pro and con for the sale of a lot went on fart Be t ‘ 
‘ it your sa off and put 1 on a commission basis in the back of his bra He was getting thin. t { an off 4 ' 
entire ous. Drusilla comy ed that he k-ter ‘ 1 lu 
j Bobbie did not faint, but things grew dark round him. absent-minded, and n nh less ¢ erta g than forme 1 ‘ ( 
| No sa > Why,s as the red corpuscle in the blood £g rl must have I ered some ng ol t t é l vith ‘ } 
\ { life to hin With salary he paid his board and his dues father, for one day, acro t Sunday dinner tabie, and newed tere 
y at Country and Cotillon Clubs. Withsalary he managed apropos of nothing at all, Mr. Lathrop remarked Chere and and at the 
, those sartorial effects ““Why don’t you sell something bigger? It’s man. “The dredges t f 








lng mor 

t that Bobbie The Olid Lady Dispossessed ain LIKE it's ist 

demanded coldly Bobbie of Pen and Chair, aollar iots lor Look at tl He t me 
*Put it writing.” and Wrote a New Agreement his hand towar rime-miste 










er accoul 
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head, closed his eyes and parted his long ago, but Silas always clung to them lots. ‘They'll be commission on any amount up to thirty thousand 
irse haw-haw that kept time tothe merry valyable some day,’ was his argyment; but I'm tired of said thirty, didn’t you?” 
father’s sandy goatee. waitin’. If you'll give me two thousand dollars you can Bobbie blushed to remember that a few moments ago, ir 
that these cachinnations were aimedathim, have ’em. That’s just about half the taxes I've paid on his extravagance, he had said thirty, though now the 
him greatly; but, besides that, they ‘em since Silas died.” widow’s concerned look and that expression of avidity 
of his resolution to the point of instant Two thousand dollars! Something inside Bobbie about the mouth rebuked him for raising hopes so reck 
treet was the courthouse and in it the jumped like a horse taking a hurdle. Why, he—even he lessly. Nevertheless, his mind still clung to the figure for a 
th maps, while adjacent thereto was by borrowing round, could raise two thousand dollars, and moment and computed its possibilities. Ten per cent of 
with its transcripts of all deeds. The in his dreams these lots were worth ten—perhaps twenty thirty thousand dollars was three thousand, as Calahan & 
at, went over and demanded informa- thousand dollars! But there was that other side to Bobbie Son’s share; and sixty per cent of three thousand was 
irchives. They yielded it reluctantly, which Martin Calahan had not yet entirely educated out eighteen hundred, as his share—just the price of the sit 
onvinced Bobbie that Calahan was of him. for Drusilla’s bungalow. 
present and past of this tideland “Oh, Mrs. Hancock,” he protested, “they are worth “Yes, | did mention thirty thousand,” admitte 
the old maps under various names ever so much more than that!” bie; “but of course _ 
ce of it had ever strayed upon the “Honest, ain’t you?” interjected the widow quickly; but The look in the widow's eyes was hungrier 
hat was apparently for the reason her eyes lighted cannily as she followed up his admission withered lips trembled as she cut | ‘ 
t tood “Tell 


tide and P =e young man,” 





omething | d on, | hopefully 

a bed for ’ 5 4 : 7 object to 

, too, by | . ‘ Ss dynamite | 
yours. I'll give 
cent on any price | 
to fifty thousand 
Bobby smiled at the mere 
of fifty thousand dollar 


ling concern. : | was not in the perspect 


iT 
Bobbie glued As *, ye ¥ “% : possibilities. “‘And f 


t tightly, not- f : ; get over fifty thousand d 
next important gb £, . : . ‘ | lars,” concluded the widk 
ood in the as- ; He , impressively, “I'll l 
the name of ’ ‘I = : with you, 
tigation re- y : | alike—fifty-fifty 
ginal Han- a _ in these smart ti 
eased, but ast) Mrs. Hancock str: 
survived and ‘ “ q up and gazed at 
etown. , tar ; : 7 nignly, with 
nt home to sleep — . i . j bequeathed a for 
rnation, but slept } : | Bobbie managed 
was thinking ; ; : | spectful; but 
ship chan- ’ f Thirty thousand for the 
what Daniel ‘ lots was the top edg 


+} 





‘ala- 4 f : ; PP imagination. 
“You draw up the 
on passed through ™ ment now,” said the 


e young man felt : “*soit’ll all be set downint 

at he was now ; : ’ and white, and we'll know 

. where we stand.” 
rning his confidence fa! . | Feeling mildly important 
irged that he went 4 Bobbie obliged, sitting dow? 

ok at Drusilla’s future ’ f at an old walnut desk in a cor 
vas an oak-studded 0 i= ner, to which the widow had 
lay just halfway be- he : directed him, and remoy 


e Lathrop residence : j the cap from his fountai: 
the Country Club, and it AS : ’ ' Meantime that lady 
awa) gently toward the . moned the hired man. 
ild be an admirable : ; “You take tl 
r a bungalow, and a ih : } Bobbie heard her s: 
suid bean admira . ai : down to the lag 
r Drusilla. For fe ’ ° " ; out Squire Morris, 
, now, Bobbie had | “ , 4 : 4 al, to witness some wri 
to inquire from , . 2.3 : 1 was evident 
what his price was. : ; Alig t j was going to have th 
two thousand,” ch " uy Pb done up right. This was mor 
, apparent when she took 





ice, two thou- ‘ ; ; Bobbie's draft to look 
selling price, | , “Callahan & Son? Who are 
" reflected | they?” 
he way of , . “That's my firm,” explained 
, Bobbie proudly. 
being Saturday, he P " , “‘Calahan? Callahan?” The 
the afternoon train widow put up her brows while 
wn without the — : : she inquired impersonally of 
anyone “Hoo-ray!** Shouted That Hilarious Old Sait, Throwing Up His Newspaper. ““Hoo-Hooray!" the past. “Not Martin Cala 
was han?” 
arned without difficulty that the with: “And you calc’late they might be worth more than “Yes; Martin Calahan,” assented Bobbie suavely. 
wo miles out of town; and, the two thousand, eh?” **Not for me, then!”’ voted Mrs. Hancock witi 
walked the distance, to find the “More than twenty,” ventured Bobbie, somewhat “I don’t do no business with the Calahans, 
d to him as a gaunt, gray woman extravagantly—‘“‘that is, they may be. Of course they what Martin done to Cousin Dan’l once.” 
Cousin Dan’l?” inquired Bobbie. 
ison?) Be you Myry Jones’ dream of mine—or of another man’s, teally; but if we can “Dan’) Lathrop, my second cousin,”” vouchsafed 
uptl induce one of the big shipbuilding companies that are’ lady, and added: ‘‘The hull family cut their eyet 
rise, admitted that his mother’s being organized now to locate at Port Judson, why, they the Calahans then.” 
might pay twenty—yes, or even thirty thousand for your A puzzle cleared up in Bobbie’s mind. So tl 


keen, impatient, wary mightn’t be worth anything, you understand. It’s just a 


was 


ejaculated the widow, recessed eyes property, because realiy it’s the most desirable site there.” Calahan had got the best of a deal with hard old Dani 
“Myra and me went to school to The widow smacked her lips avidly, but there was Lathrop sometime in the dim past, and this accounted for 
1) , 


is moment all signs of wariness dis- calculation in her eye as she asked: that stubborn gentleman's aspersions on the honesty 


it?” “It’s a matter of inducin’ 'em to come, is it?” his employer. Instead of warning Bobbie against Calahar 
ravely “That was my idea,” said Bobbie; “that we would this rather enhanced respect for his astu 


emembered readin’ it,” observed the undertake to show them why they should come to Port “I don’t do no business with the Calahans,’ 


years ago Myra died—wa'n't 


tenes 


and, with this much concession to Judson, and then we could sell ’em your land widow obstinately; and then, as Bobbie’s coun 
expression and her manner bade the “You figure you'd have to assist Nature a | 2? she suggested: “* But why don’t you take it on z 
isiness, and state it quickly. inquired the widow shrewdly. spec’ of your own?” 
revealed at once a painful awareness on “Yes.”” And Bobbie, determined to drive a good bargain “Oh, that wouldn’t be ethical,” assured Bobbie 
low that she possessed certain water for his firm, added: *‘We'd ought to have a pretty stiff am in their employ—their representative.” 
“ Finicky, ain't you?” decided the widow, eyes still skim- 


commission for all that work—ten per cent, at least.’ 
lollars a year taxes on them lots since “My only fear is that they won’t come,” confessed ming the contract. “‘And here—you didn’t put i 
omplained, “I’d’a’ dropped "em the widow anxiously. “Yes; I'll give you ten per cent Continued on Page €9 
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Japan Amazes and Almuses 
By ELEANOR FRANKLIN EGAN 
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anners Over the Street Advertise 


Moving: Picture Shows 


Business English in the East 


Street Scene in Yokohama, Japan 














































iv come when other peoples may be 





> Japanese Stranger things than that 
appened d there are straws in the wind— straws 
fiction extant, which nearly all 

ne ner Japan accept as truth, to the effect 
peak a little of the language of the country the 
‘ believe you know something about their 
{ conditions, and will be more likely to be fair 

eir dealings with you. So the newcomer often makes 
rts to acquire a few useful words and sen- 

he numer together with “ How much?” “ You 

ng t much!" “You are a robber!” and ‘* What 

i am?” are supposed just about to fill the 
differences of opinion with regard to the 
i price asked for anything the Japanese answer 

Eng Japanese 

»!” they always say; “not too dear; ver’ 

Though ‘ the have learned a brand-new 
7) ver’ dear! Ev’thing ver’ dear! Ev’ thing 
‘ ear! Wartime! Ahy-yahy! I ver’ 

{ 1 take 

| ‘ tle book of useful phrases and sentences 
ompiled by a Japanese and which, as an 

! f the Japanese character, is better than 

| have ever come acros One of the conver- 

hieh he berly sets down opposite an easily pro- 

( Japanese translation is supposed to be between 
t é nd the keeper of a curio shop. It runs like 

Have 1 any good pouch toggles?” 

Parenthetica what the author calls a pouch toggle is a 
exe 1, little carved ivory or wood button 

i f per gy the purse or pipe and tobacco pouch 








l IS a well-known fact that our great men, such 
is gover! aptains of industry and movie pro- 
du ave much time and annoyance by the 
le device of hiding in back rooms during business 
ind keeping between themselves and the public a 
f «ck absorbers—the girl at the wicket window, 
tlice boy running large ly to neck and w rists, a subor- 
> ite clerk with a bundle of papers and an air of being 
a to death, and sometimes a chief clerk with fine 
4 between his eyes and an absent-minded way of 
\ wus it you wanted?” I suppose that statis- 
" ell you exactly how many days, weeks, 
t} ears « personages gain by way of these 
% ‘ 1 outer tylers. But | rise to ask at this time 
ether anyone has ever sought to determine how 
they lose by the same process! 
he offices of Oil King Cole, through which passes 
al me-third of the whole petroleum business of 
( nia, are conducted on the theory that no one 
5 goes there to see the capitalist really wants to 
wt it is assumed instead that what they really |g 
t ecome immy with the office boys, or 
. eX¢ ge banter with a stenographer, or to lean 
n and contide their secrets to Earl Wade, the tariff 
or to Roy Roberts or Tom Briggs, or to Mark 
he statistician, or to lay their naked souls 
efore the cold eyes of General Manager Frederick 
: nge Usually the system breaks down the 
( reserve t is only occasionally that one of 
t uy} who will not be convinced that the oil 
not the he wants to see. Such a hard- 
tixe led into a private cell, if he is 
nt enoug! there he waits, incomunicado, as 
ey} eporters used to say, until, quite worn out, ¢ 
" ng a door. Out of the whole num 
‘ perhal me per ent penetrate to the inner 
ar And there, likely as not, Oil King Cok greets 
t ’ ypen arms and a cigar, and asks if they have 
any 1 ble ge in. Probably they always lie and 
i if e ol them Vv ld up and tell the oil baron what 
t tem 
Angus Lacey did so on one occasion, and it was conten 
" of } experience that prompted the above ar 
i ) Ang is it happened, was employed by 
\ Oil King Cole himself as a superintendent of certain im- 
field operations, which should have made him 
But Angus had a way of expressing his convic- 
ind no false sense of delicacy ever deterred him from 
? i ness when | was unreaso! ably delayed or annoyed 
We therefore and therefrom, the tale of the ancient 
i somewhat dubious legal maxim: Let the buyer 
‘ irt ! 
As his licates, Angus Lacey was Scotch; as his 
ym W the petroleum potentate suggests, he was a 
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“Yes, some very fine ones; but they are very expensive 

“Oh, of course! Naturally! But show them to me, 
pPiease - 

“ Here is one by Yoshimura Shuizan, of Nara. It is very 
old and very rare.” 

Yes, it is rather good. How much do you ask for it? 

“Tt is so rare that I really don’t like to part with it.” 

“No, certainly not! You are a collector, not 
You all are. I know you. You are in business for your 
Well, how much do you want for it?’ 

‘The lowest price I can take is one hundred yer 

“What! One hundred yen! Why, you ol 
make me laugh!” 

“IT cannot come down.’ 

“Well, you will come down if you expect me to buy it 
I'll give you twenty yen for it.” 

“Oh, honorable mister! Impossible!” 

‘Now don’t make me haggle. I don’t like it. This is 
not the first netsuke I ever bought, and you may as well 
stop quoting fancy prices. I'll split the difference with you 
this time and give you twenty-two yen, fifty sen.” 

“Fifty yen, please, honorable mister.” 

Twenty-two yen, fifty sen!” 


a dealer 


health. 


— 


‘Very well; I suppose it cannot be helped. I will part 
with it to you at that ridiculous price, but it is a great 
sacrifice,” 

“Yes, you rare old philanthropist! You are so pleased at 
having robbed me that you can hardly contain yourself!” 

Another pleasantly enlightening little talk is between a 
hotel landlord and a departing guest. 

‘Please bring me my bill,”” says the guest. He gets it, 
and before the landlord has a chance to say anything he 
exclaims: 

‘Why, you unmitigated rascal! What do you mean by 
giving me such an outrageous bill?” 


Til MAXIM=—CAVIEAT IE. 


By WILBUR HALL  ,.0% so a 


capable and resourceful youth. He had risen 
rapidly from daily labor in the oil fields to a 
place of some importance in the activities of 
Mr. Cole and his twenty-odd oil companies 
and subsidiary corporations. A few months 
before he had had the temerity to make his 
employer very angry, and Cole, who was re- 
ported to have a blood pressure and who 
played golf every afternoon to reduce 
it, had escaped apoplexy in his wrath 
at Lacey only through the discovery 
that the field superintendent was right 
and he, the oil king, wrong. Cole al- 
ways took defeat stormily, but he was 
just, and he liked a fighter; 
therefore Angus had forged 
ahead. His immediate task 
was the construction of an im- 
portant oil-pipe line forty miles 
in length, and on its comple- 
tion, his employer had confided 
to him, depended a _ million- 
dollar sale. The young super- 
intendent was crowding the 
work, and the end of the job 
was in sight when he was told 
of an opportunity to in- 
vest his savings in a cer- 
tain obscure oil stock. A 
little in doubt, Angus de- 
cided to go directly to Mr. 
Cole and ask his advice. 

It was the first time he 
had ever been in the oil 
baron’s offices, and Angus 

















“Suppose : ; 
was impressed by their 


Axminsters, their mahog- 
any, their plate glass and 
brass, and their attendant 
young ladies. One of these 
drew his attention immediately, due to the fact that she 
sat in full view at a big desk labeled Information. 

Lacey crossed to her side, leaned one big hand on the 
desk top, and tried to hide his large feet one under the other. 
“That seems to be what I need,” he said agreeably. 
“Beg pardon?” The young woman was formal 

“Information,” Angus added. 

“What of it?” 

“Could you spare me half a dollar’s worth?” 
She giggled. “It’s free.”’ 


They are Double 
Crossing,’* Angus 
Mused; “What's the Best 

Card to Play Against Them?** 
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Honorable mister, lately, owing perhaps to the war, 
everything is very dear.” 

“Well, it has hit you harder than it has anybody else 
Come now, this is unreasonable!” 

The landlord is evidently not quite sure of himself 

“Perhaps it is a miscalculation, sir,” he says. 

“Well, you find out!”’ retorts the guest. 

The landlord goes away and returns presently with a 
corrected account 

“It was a clerical error, sir. I have made it right.” 

“Oh, you have, have you? What is your regular charge 
for a room for the night?” 

“ Eighty sen, sir.” 

“Then why have you charged me two yer 

The guest evidently thought he had him there; but not 
at all 

“Oh,” says the landlord, “foreign gentlemen always pay 
two yen.” 

It really is a wonderful little book. 

But to start back toward quarantine: 

He doesn’t mean any harm, Mister Custom 


doesn’t. 


House 
He knows as well as anybody that the customs 
inspection of first-class baggage at Yokohama is a mere 
matter of form, even in wartime. You see, very few travel 
ers ever bring anything to Japan for keeps. A few foveig: 
residents may, and | suppose they are duly attended to 
but their comings and goings do not constitute the bull 
of the traffic. It is the ex eptional, the ve ry 
who comes to Japan with an idea 


the country 


rare foreigner 
of taking money out of 
, while the usual visitor brings a tic y sum wit! 
him to be spent for fascinating knickknacks and othe 

native products. One reads of the thousands of visitors 








year and who leave hundreds of thousands 





who come eve 


of yen behind them. Leaving behind them is just ab« 


Continued on Page 57 
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Tell me how to get in to see 
Mr. Cole without wrecking a door or two, then, 
please.”’ 

“Did you wish to see Mr. Cole?” 

“Oh, no; I came up for the view. But as long as I’m 
here I might as well.” 

She shoved toward him a pencil and pad of printed forms 
with an adroitness born of experience. 

“Will you fill out the card?” 

Angus tcok up the bit of paper and read it, frowning 
Then he leaned down and began filling the blanks 

‘“‘Name—Angus Lacey. To see—Mr. Cole. Appx 
ment—no. Introduced by Angus hesitated, ther 
wrote: “Accident. Nature of business % 

He returned the pad. 

“Do I have to have a doctor’s certificate or an indemr 
bond or anything?” 

““No.”” The sunburned youth must be shown his place 
“Mr. Lacey? Is that your name 

**T don’t know.” : 

“You don’t know?” 

“Only by hearsay. I’ve always been called that.” 

In spite of herself she smiled 

“You have no appointment with Mr. Cole 

Angus regained the pad and read what he had written 
there. 

“It says here that I haven't.” 

She colored. 

“Mr. Cole is very busy,” she snapped. ‘ My 
tions are to have this card filled out by all callers. That is 
all I can do.’ 

“Of course.”” Angus grinned at her. 
teach reading at your school?” 

“Certainly they did! Be seated! I will see Mr. ¢ 
They were all exclamations, and most oi 


persor al 


nstruc- 
“But didn’t they 


secretary !”’ l 
superintendents would have been properly impressed by 
their curtness. 

But Angus was not impressionable. 

“Don’t bother to get up, then,”” he said politely “T'n 
not looking for Mr. Cole’s secretary.” 

The girl turned her back on him. 

“Will you have a chair?” she inquired frigidly, and 
made a telephonic connection with some inner room. 

The experience that followed amused Angus for a time, 
but his amusement soon palled. After he had successfully 


resisted the efforts of five or six subordinates to discover the 


exact nature of his “‘private business,””’ Angus was con- 
fronted by Luke Simpson, General Manager Gallinger’s 
chief clerk. Luke was harassed by the cares of state, and 
in no mood to trifle with flip strangers. As he came to an 
open door he rasped: 

“Are you Mr. Macey?” 

Angus sat down and picked up an oil journal. 

“Are you Mr.— Lacey?” Simpson corrected testily. 
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“Oh, were you yelling at me 
I want to see 
that isn’t public. I’m building a pipe 


I'm Lacey ° 


I’m twenty-eight and I voted for Wilson last time 


Mr 


Angus 


Cole 


My parents were Scotc! 


drawled 


“Yes 


On private business 


ine for the Atlas Oil 
and Refinery Company from the Brea field to the Pacific's 
topping plant at Wilmington 


five-cent cigars and live with my mother 


I have no children. 
re 





Savings Bank. 


I have ar 


there 


The chief clerk choked. 


“Mr. Cole is busy, Mr. Lacey,” 


bur ing 


your bDusiness concerns V 


feeder I'll have to as} 


“He ne ver sees Ci 





the general manager. 


“But 


mother correcting a heads 


vant to see Mr. Gallir 


Mr. Colesends word 
to me that I can’t 


I'm going to keep 


g 
telling youthat. Is 
t fairly clear?” 


Simpson was mis- 
conscious 
that he was not car- 
rying the affair off 
any better than it 
had been carried off 


by the clerks who 





had preceded him. 
Little spots of red 
appeared on his 
oth cheeks, 
spreading from his 
tive ears, and 
from the 


orner of his eye 


nf rry + ] 
LOrmation Gesk, a 





stray office boy or 
two and his own as 
sistant, Tolliver, 
were watching him 


He swallowed hard 


‘Will you step 


office. ThenI’Ilfind 
out whether Mr 
Gallinger os 
Angus stood uy 
sudden! and 





renely. “I 
to or [I'll 
Tell you what I will 
do—I'll go. Figur- 
ing principal and 


} 


lose it. 


nterest, I ii make more D\ 


slot machine than I will fe 
force. Some time when I n 
im what I wanted to ask 
open a door and shoot 
i y-and whatever you d 
By the outer door the 
i k would have it ar 
( e himsel! 
Here, Sin or ey 
for you for an hour! Get 
ive uu been doing the 
Simpson flushed 
was just speaking t 
Mr. Cole H ( 
* Lace Angus La 
Yes, 
“Well, why didn’t 
“Why, he—er o 
what he wanted wit yu 
“Oh, you triple-dashed 
in one of his sudden bur 
‘What in the realms of 


When Lacey wants 


she now? 


“Run o and hail } 
Run out and! } 


you see » An 


gus salt 





to see 


tion eT ough to talk back 


talk back to me, you poor stalk 


In a raaze the chief clerk 


4 


account 


“Weill, I'tt Go Up and Teli That Factory Superintendent How 


ping 
Mr. ¢ 
f 
fy 
ed; 





Oil King Cole returned growling toh 


later Simpson reappeare d. 


“Well?” the oil baron snapped 


. ° } 
Che clerk leaned 


against 


th 


door 
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s room 


ry} 


Brea 


wit} 


pi 
Mr. Gallinger 


pe-l 


pointment 


I dor 
Until 


I smoke 
I’m not married 
the Hiberniar 
ions I’ve forgotten?” 


If 


ne 


} Is ears 


ia 


"t 


toa broker 


r off 


Wher 


th imagina 


and don’ 
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corridor 


Two minutes 


“He said he 
“Co 

“He said that 
stories this office 
The « 
“Don’t 
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“Ves sir,”” tne 


that if it was mor 





ming 
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Then ne tOOK at 
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co ler were 
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M act I telephoned in yesterday not forget that the sale of the Atlas property to the Pacific 
é iper. on the phone. He said the Refinery Company had hinged, Mr. Cole had said, on the 
g all right, but that he couldn’t tell when.”’ completion of this particular Brea line. It was not precisely 
| lid he? Well, I think I'll go up and tell his business, but he decided to make one effort to reach his 
erintendent something he doesn’t know.” employer. 
re grinned What’s that, Mr. Lacey?” With his former experience in the oil king’s offices in 
1 ‘rush order’ is spelled in the sign lan- mind he did not go there again. He telephoned. After 
N Go ahead with the ditcher, and I'll have pipe some delay the operator connected him with Mr. Gallinger. 
Thursda keep your gangs mo The general manager was curt. 
I i myself!" ngus was uncommunicative. Mr. 
Angus went to the high- = . Cole was not in—was never in in 
oubles Within two B . the afternoons. He could not be 
. fice of David Reese, the . reached. What was it Mr. Lacey 
1 afl t founder : wanted? 
' . . , 
| Mr. Lacey,” Reese said, shoving “Oh, nothing, thanks,” Lacey 
air Sic down and smoke. What's answered. ‘“‘Good-by.”” And he 
t mind to-day?” hung up the receiver. 
ey pushed the air back with his foot His orders concerning the pipe- 
t that six-incn pipe you line feeder had all come direct from 
ed me for the Atlas Company Oil King Cole himself. The cap- 
‘ Mr. Reese italist had told him confidentially 
| Reese ‘ yut a cigar. about his plans forselling. Doubt- 
e. Sit vn and be socia- less he had told General Manager 
i] f ou Gallinger also, but Angus was wary. 
Wha 1 st?” If he couldn't talk to Mr. Cole 
A n’t been deliv- he wouldn’t talk. 
I su e tha nat’s He went back to his own field 
v } of operations and spent most 
H lid " pw it of the night pu ng over what 
en deliveres Angus he had heard. The Pacific 
‘ Refinery Company obviously 
0 ssn't I just was not worrying over delays 
‘ is I sa in the construction of the Atlas 
We i supposed right line from Brea to its own plant 
N at the harbor. If they were 
I | f rT building down from the north- 
ern fields with a one-hundred- 
Ang ipted and-twenty-five-mile pipe they 
D er about any of the old , would probably have small use 
I e. WI iven’ yu delivered on time?” for the Atlas Company, with 
K € laughed “You'll See Me Now if I Have to Take its limited output and its forty- 
We \ngus, ll] tell youwhy. We've had You on My Knee and Hotd You There!** milefeeder. Itseemedevident 
I x h from the Pacifie Refine ry that they were double-crossing 
( par hat ha mply swamped us. We had toturn Oil Cole. “Suppose they are,” Angus mused; 
er e of ir pipe to them. They’re coming down ‘“‘what’s the best card to play against them?” 
Taft pipe line, and we get all their business He took down a state map and pondered over it. The 
d! Refinery Company was headed for Los Angeles. 
O} t Angus put his finger on the spot marking the city, and 
Angus turned to a window and stood for a minute look- casually lowered it. Then he jumped up. 
it on the smoke and flare from the foundry. The “By Jack, that’s it!” he cried. “‘They are making for 
z Reese Ir Works had thrown him down. As old cus- theharbor! That’s why their little refinery is there. They’ll 
é ind taking deliveries in small lots, the Atlas Com- ship direct—crude, gas, naphtha. They can load and move 
ud merely lered pipe by letter and had given no every petroleum product, down to asphalt, from the end 
t. B spite of the fact that Oil King Cole wasa_ of their pipe line direct to any port on the Pacific!” 
st people would have exerted themselves to please, He began to consider the thing again, from this view- 
e Reese company is deliberately braving his wrath in point. Evidently their secrecy was calculated to keep 
ler t t a big contract from another oil power. others from competition until they were established. 
Angus faced round and sat down in the chair he had pre- “But if they have a dock tl have to have a permit 
efused and leases and all from the city—and they couldn't keep 
Now, Reese e said bluntly, “come clean!” that out of the papers!"’ He was thinking aloud, striding 
How d 1 mean, Angus?” about his office feverish “I don’t believe they’ve located 
What he game? You aren't passing up Oil King the harbor yet, and that’s the truth!” 
Cole for ar ent. I don’t ask for any help, but I want The key to the situatior to him at once. He knew 
ere I stand.” the } r well enough to that there would not be 
Reese wriggl many pipe-line docks possible there. f Oil King Cole 
Lace t t could tie those facilities up he would have Pacific Re hnery 
» aci Refir ’ Company caught in the door! And by adding four miles 
; petitor o é to the Atlas feeder Ar building he could carry Brea 
in enough p t oil bang to the water front! 
‘ ing to get At nine o'clock the next mornin the outer 
elded J good } offices of the oil king. He refused to confide in subordinates 
Did t pet at all, but sat by the outer door, his eyes on it. At a few 
Col Angus minutes past the hour Mr. Cole came in with a rush. To 
I'm telling : his amazement his way was barred by a young giant whose 
| they did Why didn’t you warn me, Reese hands were oil-stained. 
f | te to Cole’s offices that the pipe might be delayed. “What the triple -dashed realms of the devil ——”’ the 
Got an answer from Gallinger.” capitalist began, reddening. 
Oh- Ga ‘ Angus grunted. ‘“‘What did he say?”’ “I'm Angus Lacey,” the superintendent said, keeping 
aid the Atlas Oil and Refining ¢ ompany hoped that squarely in front of his chief. “I’ve got to see you. The 
the Reese Ir Works would respect a written order from poorest answer in the world for you right now is no.” 
t ta contract, and signed himself ‘ Yours sincerely, Oil King Cole raised his voice in a roar. 
( “No!” he bellowed. “No! No! No! I can’t see you 
Yours s eh? Lucky I didn’t sign tt tter now and I won't see you now. Clear out of here!” 
R e! The long and short of it is, then, that I can’t count He side-stepped, but Angus thwarted him, and Mr. Cole 
‘ e fror not definitely?” flattened himself against his field superintendent's bulk 
I'm afraid not, Lacey. You'd better buy anywhere ‘Change your signals, Mr. Cole,” igus said coolly. 
ve ‘ There's a small amount of six-inch line pipe tobe “I've got a million-dollar scheme hatching that is like an 
5 f i here if vou ok f it And if I'll have our egg t won't keey shell’s cracked. You'll see me 
: ‘ ilesmen go on a st int.” now if I have to take you on my knee and hold you there!” 
















you had let me know about this 


lid I It can’t 


uess you did your best 


out gloomily. If it had been only a matter of 
hich to complete his Brea line for the Atlas, 
i have gone through without thinking of a con- 
th Mr. Cole. But there seemed to be something 


t , 


Angus could 


the thing than mere accider 


Oil King Cole suddenly broke into a gale of laughter. 
“C 





nd unscramble the eg 
] 
: 


4 I don’t like to 
, but for once f x 





An inner door banged behind them, leaving the outside 
office force agape. 

Two hours later, in company with C. P. Morphy, one of 
Cole's personal attorneys who had been summoned, Angus 
left the sacred chamber of the capitalist with orders to go 


as far as he pleased. It had been Lacey’s scheme, but the 
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other two—wily in the ways of big business— had revamp: 





and dressed it up considerably. It was now complet« 
decorated, embellished and good to look at. When th: 
younger men were gone Oil King Cole chuckled over 
and made a mental note concerning the future career 
Angus Lacey. 












Then, turning to his desk and the papers ac i 
thereon for his perusal, he picked up the topmost 

By chance it was one which, when signed by Mr. ¢ 
would consur te a clever coup and take over the Santa 


Maria oil ground of a corporation kno\ 











Oil Company. The contents of the pay y was 
fairly familiar with, but he glanced at it hurried The 
Fairfax Company, as he remembered it, had once operated 


at Summerland, but had later traded its seaside plant 
land in the Santa Maria fiel 
bought up most of the old stock and reorganized the 
pany. But they had failed to search the t t 

Maria acreage—and that title was faulty. Oil King Cole's 
document set forth the facts regarding the discovery o 


flaw by a speculator and the advantage taken of it 


someone had recent 

































































some of his own shrewd employees. The stockholders of 
the Fairfax Company would wake up some day to 
themselves minus their oil ground. Well, it was 
business! 

Oil King Cole did not even stop to thi f the u rtu- 
nate investors. Before Angus Lacey was quite out 
mind he took up a pen, scrawled his unlovely signat 
the bottom of the papers, and rang for 

mi 
NGUS LACEY, in his midnight cogitations on the fail- 
ure of the Reese Iron Works to deliver pipe to him for 

the Brea pipe-line connection with the Pacific Re 
Company’s plant at Wilmington, had projected the bus 
ness circumstances behind that failure with uncanny a 
curacy. Within a few days Attorney M y, charg 
with Lacey’s chaperonage, satisfied himself and Mr. ¢ 
that the Pacific people hed no ention of taking 
the Atlas Company and its pipe line. Instead it began t 
dawn on Cole that they had deliberat lured | 
building that feeder to distract his attention from the fa 
that they were coming south from the Bakersfield terr 
tory with a on 1 -five-n pipe é 
their own. They had been compelled to move with gr 
circumspection—and because of Angus Lacey’s inter] 
tion that was their undoing. 

For investigation, made by Angus immediately, deve 
oped that the Los Angeles Harbor Commission had ted 
no dockage privileges for a pipe-line t ial on the te 
front. Lacking such grant, no pipe-l mpany < 

lired a 
cation to themselves for a permit to build a wharf f 
delivery of oil from pipe line to tank steamer. T 
nissioners told Angus frankly that any such pern 
have to be extravagantly safeguarded, for the 
out that a break in a pipe, the accidental opening of 
gate valve, or careless | f the metal re 
i from quay to ship, might result in flooding 
1 oll, to the material damage of eve t 
lying there, as well as to piers, docks and wharves. P1 
such safeguards were arranged, however, they assu 
Angus that they would be glad to consider his applicat 
at once. 
of application. sling, for he 
covered that of rs a ling 
station as would b oil at the ha 
there was only or at! 

In the week that followed he a very busy | g 
man. Aided by Attorney Mo i with the perfu 
tory presence of two or three Irien he t er ar 
corporation that Oil King Cole had organized two years 
before for some p ose apparently lost in mystery a! 
that was called the Tidewater Terminal and Dock ( 
pany. The charter of this moribund company was sufi 
ciently broad to permit of operations under it by Lact 
program, which was all that was necessary. 

Represented by Angus, the Tidewater mina 
Dock Company immediately made applicatior inder 
notice previously given by Lacey, for the lease 





city of Los Angeles of a hundred-foot frontage at t 








harbor, together with a permit to build the necessary d 
pipe lines, offices, storage and pumping stations, dolp! 


and so on, for the delivery of crude oil to tankers direct 
from the field. 
Also, with the aid of David Reese’s « ity salesmen, Angus 





located and bought enough six-inch line pipe t 
Brea feeder moving steadily toward the harbo 
Foreman Johnson that work went on without se 





Luckily Lacey had already finis 
stations necessary to movement of 


erection of a small storage tank at the 








line was started immediately under contra 
Also, guide d by Attorney Mo j 
young politician who was under obligations to Oil 





y and aided by a cay 





King 
Cole, his Tidewater Terminal and Dock Company con- 
trived to rusk through the city council a franchise for the 
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extension of the pipe line from a point near the Pacific Angus snorted Ye that the one I suy ‘ ‘ VW 
, ah Refinery’s plant, where it was originally to have termi the downy bird wt elped Oil King Cok it the i wa ‘ é 
i \ nated, to the water front at the harbor. under it, aren't you But let that pass The fact t ‘ 
| Finally, with the assistance of subordinates ir you've stolen our land with some juggling over titk ‘ 
“t Cole’s offices, Angus had started correspondence with vari- all we have left is a charter and a water-logged tanke 
| ous companies owning oil tankers, with a view to furnish- in the mud at the har And I'm broke. Now g¢ n and Wi 
ny ing a market for Brea oil if it was delivered at the water laugh!” ( 
Li front for them The attorney leaned forw ‘ 
5 He was checking up on his operations and studying his “Look here, Lacs e said grave =a 
\ program for loopholes that might conceivably leave his this. 1 didn’t know you were tied up with the Fairfax t N 4 
" new project flat, when two pieces of information reached I might have warned 1 in time And I’m sure M 
ii him at once. One came by telephone from the office of the Cole didn’t know. Busine isiness \ 
| .. es “Sale bbing is Ang errupted ta 
| wasn't safe ri ng. Y ! I ig ‘ 
Y You tool ve e Fairfax t 
| { g the title to that Santa Maria gro t : 
a] ght so. Well, the title was worthless. Ws Y M 
ti WOKS il | ile \\ 3° V¢ rN ig I > 
, A liscovered the fi S pape ind t i 





et lie at the ty hall Secretary Matson ist tele have robbed four o e fe ho all the 


e company’s attorney, man named Bowen, this thing in good fa ! \ ‘ ‘ 


h 4 in the first place, the Pacific Refinery Company has dow unlocked! It 1 that you and ¢ 
| 


ir. Matson sounded worried. | Attorney \ 





























| How « they? maxim in | that ‘ t | ‘ é | ‘ 
Well, if | were Bowen, for instance, I'd try to talk the some bad burns late erhaps.”’ feud, « f he to re 
[ harbor « ! sion into turning the Tidewater Terminal O} lamn law! Angu irted tle Tide ‘ I's na i Dock ¢ 
y down on the grounds that it hasn't any connections, either No, you don’t mean that I tire Ne 
{ Seow tiem falda aw tues ¢ vv lir Tl Pacific Refiner vou'll } ng | f | ( 
from the fields or from a tanker line. ) acific Refinery you'll be c: g ‘ ‘ lhe e | ‘ é 
‘ ( any has its ow and its own steamship your own, and j es i ke applicat f age ‘ 
' i s. Also he may bonus. There are | A ght! SI é x ffa Angus f ‘ ! 
dozen things he may do i playing politics through the “It is the rule of him when he appeare 
t incil is not the least of them Disguised in } t \ lr} t 
| “IT see ys they've applied for e dock location, gustedly. ‘ Wher ila é itch a me excu i ame time At ey Bow eprest 
| ind are going to press it along.”” Lacey pondered heavily. old form of crime you t nto a foreig guage. T ‘ 
ii Chen he banged the lawyer’s desk. “‘That’s only half my American!” ng Mr. I 
q trouble, Morphy,” he said abrupt] “Give me a chance, Lacey. ¢ é La and ner é 
: What’s the othe half?” means: Let et ) He ‘ 
' It’s personal. I’m too mad about it to see Oil King If he’s dealing Oil King I 
" ( t he has biood pressure and if I told him what I wa e of the nN x i 
} nt of it 1K m and I'd be ing Morpl iaugne \ ‘ 
\i | i confession, t n? Or are ou making me Nevertheles < l \ l M 
aq u ss before the fact? ever 1 bu A i Ue ‘ ‘ 
i! I don’t know what that is, but I want to tell you, as_ buy a ur OW Phe A ime f 
| { one ot (¢ hat he has tried highway robbery what you are d f l 10 i i 
| ont .' £ mce in his Duccaneering career that fair? t It | ‘ 
' rt re pretty strong words, Lacey.’ Oh, that’s f ‘ j l su ‘ \ I é é é é I 
‘D ey sound like a Sunday-school lessor Angus ther side of the case l ha if l ‘ é t 
, retorted ho ‘If they do I'll make ’em shorter, because ‘ i support that. But we wor ‘ it we | ‘ 
if ! I t you to get what I mean! I pite of all your k maxin I'n g A | W , howe ‘ ’ | 
i “You haven't told me anything yet.” told you to start in, I’m not going to be stung } Angus had ant ted tl jue 
4 “I’m going to doit now. About a month ago I put every slapping back, not even by Oil King Cole himself! I i t eal the fact that he wasn't ver 
cent of my savings into a reorganized oil company, the born of a fighting fa and I haven't gone ir “IT think i can see, gentlemen,”’ he l 
i Fairfax, with land in the Santa Maria field second t. You've made tl r R ‘ ‘ 1 we 
Fairfax?”’ Morphy repeated. “Fairfax. It seems to _ plair g ike ething pla ‘ t know ere we e { gf 
He s ed abruptl ind something resen g ' ned attorne M aske it t 
flu I ved his chee ! Continued on Page 94 
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“Hey, You! Drag That Oid Tramp Away From Here The Junk Wili Sink in a Minute and Choke the Channei!’ 





Move Along! 


By GEORGE EUSTACE PEARSON 


home 


PTMHE God of 
Battles, who 
had made 
I one, 
elf turned 
iside from it and 
held 
Ir 


his nose 
A Princess Pat Piper 


of foul smells of men, 
ent water fouled by 


both quick 
both, that it cried 
en which merely opened up and added 
inextricable tangle of dead and 
n flung together into this mold, which made them, 


i dead, of anc 
it aloud to a heay 
ore water It was an 
ng m 
or the 
It lay Eloi salient in that wet Febru 
of 1915, the right-hand side of the apex dominated by 
long low-lying Hollebeke Ridge. Two hundred yards 
the right there lay what we named, in our simple soldier 


on, The Mound; “The Mound of Death” a fervid 
it. It had been the graveyard of a score of 


nonce, one. 


it the tip of the St 


ie Mad Brigade, the Eightieth, was holding the 

h was but a projection on the larger one of 

The five regiments relieved one another, each in its 
upation it had changed hands thrice, 
le the Patricias had been in occupation. 

its admixture of dead French, Germans, and of 
of the British Isles and the Dominions beyond 
that it had achieved dubious fame as the Inter 


lrenct 


turn. During our oce 


th rugh 


For the matter of that, the entire region 


Vast cemetery. 


in the International Trench 


trench faced and paralleled it some 


1 Their sap was more dangerous. 


fifty-odd yard 


i by main German 
away. 


} 


Profiting by recent events, our friend, the enemy, had dug 
They had relieved one another at the 
until now its sinu- 
ingly paralleled our 
enty-one, a bare twenty yard 

It was the vital spot, the throat 
each of which ’ 
ung to it with an inexorable pressure 
r faltered 


lay sprawled ine xhaustion, stubbornly 


by night and by day 


nnel-like breast 


; length mena 


dis- * 


ne two armies, 


that neve Che British giant 


fending off those clutching fingers 
that so fe 
of life. Individual stubbornness of 


regiment and man prevented either 


rociously 


clawed at his seat 


from recognizing the sure signs of ap- 
That only! 
The incessant hand-to-hand strug- 
gles of infantry that had been flung 
desperately at one another in attack 
and vicious counterattack, and the 
neessant close-up hammering of op- 
osing artillery, had so battered and 
one-time trench as to reduce 
t to something that had all the prop- 
of an.open ditch, provided al- 
that the ditch in question was 


aching dissolution 


rn the 





tagnant outlet of a viscous sewer. 
was apparently untenable, but was 


wre 


oS . rt . ‘ 
as 
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in reality long enough to afford, under 
the pressure of our direst need, the 
pretense of shelter to scant fifty men. 
As a result of a belligerent activity, 
which allowed no opportunity for re- 
pairs, it was broad enough to afford 
liberal passage for a wagon, had one 
been there. Its depth had been filled 
in by the sloughed-in mud from each 
wall, a process which had been aided 
alike by the elements and the steam- 
shovel-like quality of the frequent in- 
tensive bombardments, which were 
technically known as “preparation 
for infantry attack”; so that now its 
depth scarcely exceeded a foot in any 
place. And even that was level-full 
of a putrid liquid that was neither 
mud nor honest water, but which, in 
perverse recompense, exuded such an 
odor as may be found only in up- 
turned cemeteries. The victims of ar- 
tillery fever could so testify at such 
times as they buried their olfactory 
organs in it, which happened when- 
ever that extremely active arm of the 
forces here engaged indulged in the 
process known as tickling the trenches; 
in other words, shooting at 
other's infantry. 

A flimsy parapet, as ragged as a 
crosscut saw, gave doubtful shelter to 
a flattened man, or, in rare spots that 
seemed by comparison a haven of refuge, a place where one 
might scrunch down in a sitting posture. But even there 
the hard-hitting Mausers of the enemy had so gutted the 
mud-filled sandbags as to make them only a poor screen, 
which hid without protecting, and which was of no avail 
against the mushroom bullets of the heavier elephant 
guns of the Germans. And this might be relied upon to 
maintain itself incessantly for the twelve hours of the night, 
and sporadically throughout the day. 

From the secure shelter of the more distant Hollebeke, 
old Fritz amused himself during every hour of the twenty- 
four by pouring from machine gun and rifle murderous 
volleys into our unprotected rear; efforts which were, in 
turn, linked together by the unwearied efforts of his snipers. 

Our lads lay on the dead —Saxon and Celt, Pict and Scot, 
French and German; every turn of hand or foot disturbed 
some one of them. The Canadians were still warm; the 
others disintegrating. Here the square head of a Prussian, 
the back of which made a straight line up from a bull-like 
neck that was unrelieved by any line of gray matter behind 
the ears, rose in solemn gravity from the fetid slime; there 
the heavy ammunition boots of a Tommy 
bloomed from this garden, submerged from the ankles to 
the head he stood on. 

We had at least the doubtful consolation of thinking that 
the poor, dear Boches opposite suffered in proportion, up 
to their waists in mud and mufflers, as we were. Later, 
even that small grain of comfort was denied us. 

There was no grousing. That belonged to the softer days 
of camp and the future ones of “‘cooshie”’ billets, of which 


each 








steel-shod 
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it was so integral 
a part. There 
were no loop 
holes. Fritz had 
apatent on them 
We fired over the 
top when he 
would permit, 
or at other time 

when some one 

us fell a prey t 

trench rabies 


Andof braziers 


Te) | 


or any other pre 
tense of fire there 


as, ol 


course, 
none, 

There was 
] 


ist 


man so foo 


not to know 
should be hit. 
was merely 

of ‘*‘ Wh 1 
W here? and 
How?’’ And: 
“Well if Bertha’ 


my number 


inelegant refe 
ence tothe ledg 
which, accord 
ng our best 
trench at 

the 

of the 

None felt shame at admitting they ardent] 
longed that day when they should 
Blighty. That and ‘My nerves!’’ were 


subjects of discussion in billets. 


The Drummer ities, 


Works kept. 


for receive their 
never-failir £ 


Never here. 


Making the Best of It 


U T sworn comrades quarreled over the flimsiest of trench 

affairs—the shifting of a leg, or the filling, on 
knees, of a sandbag. And trench nerves were never ver) 
far in the offing. In the worst, the rare cases, this mi 
mean mutilation of self in hand or foot; anything to 
out of this and rest, rest, rest! Each day was packed so 
full of abnormal incident that it had become the common- 
place, and memories of a really normal past became weird 
in their abnormality. Yet the man who talked the loudest 
of his nerves ended all discussion by saying: “‘ Well, we’re 
in for it; so dry up! 
and then struck up, from his particular section of that open 
grave: 


ones 
al 
gi 
ve 


If you're goin’ to be a soldier be one! 


Old soldiers neve r, never dic 


They simply fade away. 


Then, as now, the Big Push mirage loomed strongly on 
the horizon just ahead, and buoyed up who 
needed its foolish comfort for the day when we should “ get 
our own back.”’ In the interval of waiting each made for 
himself what scant comfort he might, the better to fit him 
self for the shooting of Germans, which, after all was said 
and done, was what we were here for, the raison d’é 
end of all. It 


all those 


étre and 


became a commonplace as the shoot 
ing of crows and caused mu 
} 


compunction, though it was infinitely 


1 
less 





: + = 
ey 
ey. 


“* 


- 


Interior of Church at West Outre, Beigium, Where Princess Pats Were Billeted 


more exciting. This was our cre@d 
To “do in” as many of Old Fritz as 
we possibly could before we stopped 
* A man who had served in 
Africa, and had shot big game there, 
smacked his lips: ‘They're the big- 
gest game of all—men!” 

Todeschi was a new draft man. He 
came running in on the relief and flung 
himself down. It was just after sec- 
ond shell time, when all were betwixt 
a sweat and a chill to know whether 
the last bombardment presaged an 
infantry attack or whether it was 
merely a strafe. We were listening in 
proportion to our fears. Todeschi 
struggled to make himself more com- 
fortable. The man nearest kicked 
him violently on the shins. “ Lie still; 
you’re rockin’ the boat! Whatcha 
think this is—a bleedin’ tea party?” 

Todeschi wasa child of the emotions, 
as befitted his Rumanian-French par- 
entage; a lilting nightingale who had 


“ ours.’ 
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made i ast Diliets ous with the rhe | 
lI spontaneity of his bursting song; an e Fr " 
artist to the soul of him. He did not ‘ 
" ing here This was his first trench. r 
iT Like many others, his conception of the ‘ ‘ 
Western Front had been gleaned fron ‘ 
4) the current illustrations of the pen: ‘ 
papers, which ran mostly to portrayals | 
of rosy-cheeked Tommies opening large ‘ ‘ ; 
i mall convoys containing everything hve ere ‘ 
- from beef-tea cubes to cholera belts, as lhe ‘ 
vell as the insect powder the latte yrave ‘ 
\ d vould inevitably produce a demand ‘ gee 4 
' or. Or perhaps it wa 1 off day wit! e pret ‘ 
. e mail, so that the poor abused trenc! ‘ . 
, ‘ iwellers had to fall back upon a game esig ‘ 
| f eards, unless the warmth of the i! the re ‘ 
f' id driven them into the ommodious ‘ ende 
iugouts These i course, in the brie! urne and ‘ 
by) tervals betweer eS. t ‘ é 
A n corpulient and ‘ ig el 
| 
th ‘ Shelley Farm 
i 
q g that incom} JARTHER é 
‘ a 
M te remar} B 4 t rhe ara ‘ 
\ mel’s face you car edge that { ‘ ‘ 
| He rubbed his hands always when highly please each ne e reached the e sect e lines of Number Nineteen and N 
Ng “Well, Todes and } lid ye e Twe me? lwenty-one i repeat that perf ance just before where ‘ hugged the Mour Ly 1 
Nice trench, wast t he came to the shelte tf the hedge at the upper end He Nu er T we tw ym the other sick ere 
| Todeschi gazed eproachtiul at . soulin! eyes vould n¢ ook otherwise than straight ahead and affected [went t is H ebe l 
ti “Oh! os to see nothing; but f he ta his eye he et ‘ exposed st grour ‘ 
‘ Mulligan was another of the draft ] the wonderment his eff ‘ had occas ‘ ind Xx ig? mu ist he en ‘ 
4 ondness tor the ymforts of his body im at as not displeased And w nail a eye ‘ tre ‘ msec a 
sobriquet wna is the chielest of ther He cast easily have seen the white pat es at the ‘ t ‘ I bat eve ‘ 
lv i disappr« ving eve about ! : and gh wate _ site that betokened the it t eves of } l exe a ‘ ‘ al \ 
4 Such was his disgust that he refused to take his pack off Once he stopped to be k ! ere é é ! wal ‘ 
{ and lay adown or s bat n the water full marching breast, aS a teamste r Dece be ? £ ‘ \ as a u ‘ P 
rder, with his face turned hopelessly to the rain, while the Manitoba It was af nou elore he returnes n ‘ tle e entire ex} ‘ 
ojecting portior ol his equipment sank deeper in tne the Germans and t \ ~ ng that ne R ‘ | ‘ 
; muck beneat! The appearance of daylight inspired hin ere this } tag B shins é ! at ‘ . j 
( ise Easie sald na t It required the Diaspne \ | t eve ~ ! ‘ i went ‘ 
mous efforts of an entire sé or ihe wate as not t! nese its aiterna es! i he 
\J enough to pour off him; it slipped—in go His pact B ght we lay or i é at é 
No aversa and water bottle were mers rough project e was worst aa ! ir backs, unk e Tain came 
U a ci ir. The luck es sat, but ve 
} 
i Mutligan’s Unmolested March £ ) his reversal of position had at least the virtue ’ ; ; 
ending variety to e View At our feet there stretche : ' . 
f _ a muttered oath he flung desperat« the he le-packed cemetery pe ar to the reg nd fror Nea ‘ erse f the hedge l 
, j rear. “Strike me if I’ll stay ’ere! Not ’awi!” He port f which the bodi ed, owing eith e up anar f light ' 
walked deliberately out on the forbidden stret ad te ! et ¢ t f ‘ e he Here a de Fre a! i 
. { vhich even under cover Ooi Garkness Was D ma they ‘ t eS ave t nee Ag ) 
¢ ) well was it commanded by machine guns of the enen ( le i bare £ t ‘ ‘ 
q “Blimey! If Ol’ Mulligan ain’t gone an’ blo l 
awsked for it! And others “Well, Gaw a 
Vy p'liceman! ‘E don’t ‘awf think the Allemongs got the 
wind up their bloody selves. Not ‘im! No fea 
Get a bleedin’ German kiss, ’e will!” Serve in 
bloomin right too!’ ‘* Well, strike me pink if the 
ain’t bloody well goin’ to let "im swank aw’y wiv ! 
f Mulligan, in fact, had lost his earlier air of dej« ” 
ti and was beginning-to take a sinful pride in his unf« 
‘ nate conditior He ! ng uw gloom) 
t ip and Gown the narrow strip ol road which 
both sets of trenches at this point, doing a rig 
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Of These Eight Princess Pats All Have Been Casualties Except One Man, Who Did Not 


Street Scenes in West Outre, Where the Princess Pats Were Billeted 
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mud 

the empty 

onchie ra- 

ndless plum 
and 
| bee - 


the 





A Group of Princess 

‘-faced 
piderlike 
ng struck the only 


In the 
substantial portion 

them, so that its head fell off and the 
zing reproachfully up at the late owner. 


fraternized at last. 


, Vision ceased at the sturdy parapet of 
he white expanse of which was here and 
e threatening inkiness of a loophole, 
is not, the barrel of a rifle protruded. 
fi he most part, desperately over the 
that could 


fixed bayonets with which to repel board 


t gave us this advantage, we 


s precluded as likely 
the rifle should be 


he use of loophol 
withdrawal when 
for the momen- 
offered our 


sness of the loop! ole 


veant an observing Fritz 


except, of course, at night, when we 
ng at the flash of rifle fire. Here and 
d red pants of departed poilus 
a deft soldiery into sandbags, 
of Fate at us—that is, if 
the fact being that 


ing tinger 
enable to such log 
mvenient bull eyes, 


The Give and Take of War 


W! HAD bailer those foolish soup bowls from which 
the long and awkward handle projected vertically at 
the st inconvenient angle, so that it was a juggling feat 
rder to reach the parapet with half of the 
one started with. We occasionally 
1idvantage in the worst places by removing 


illons 

a judgment so nice as to have shamed a 
reached the top of the parapet, where, 
Olle itously dumped the contents over 
of the fence, from which it as certainly 
ind, like as not, undermined our parapet 
drew forth a smart rifle at the 
much we cowered, frequently pene- 
with the usual result: ‘Ol’ 


! 
rremptly fire 
nowever! 


» parapet 


a school of star shells might go up the 
lashing spray of a machine gun, which 
our hands idle and our heads down. 
treaked up in the parabola of a Safety-First 
uly rocket, 


keep 


which broke into a fizzing sputter 
graceful downward turn. It was merely decorative 
breke in front, but highly illuminative if it burst in 
ir, where it threw the ragged outline of our surround- 
strong silhouette for those unfriendly German eyes; 
heir machine gunfire sliced like a sword at the top 
our abortion of a parapet, combing it, and so further 
weakening it that repairs became doubly dangerous. 
Under such conditions all but the most desperate breaches 
went unheeded. The sound of a sack stealthily flopped into 
uch a place drew forth showers of bombs that invariably 
left a cruel aftermath of wounded. 

With the bombs there came out of the night derisive 
laughter, taunts and gibes. Our men looked at one an- 
ther and growled, deep from their empty stomachs, 
st that were flung out in so cautious a growl as 
to render them the more terrible in their unspoken threat; 

~awled in Indian caution, our bellies dragging 


that 
i 


f 


range oaths 


we cr 


the mud; rifle and bayonet in one 
hand, first-aid package in the other 
to give succor. 

We, too, asked for bombs, and re- 
ceived the next night a pitiful dozen 
of our homemade plum and apple tins, 
packed full of all kinds of army hard- 
ware. And the next time 
bailed, we, too, laughed derisively. 
And when someone shouted: “Nar 
then! Put a little ’ate into ’er!” 
chanted: 


so, we 


we 


Keep your head down, Alle mand 
If you want to see your Fatherland 
Keep your head down, 
Allemand ! 


And under our breath we damned 
them heartily as we twisted the but- 
ton and counted slowly—‘ One 
Two— Three— Four’’—and heaved 
together; so that at the stroke of 
“Five” we hoped Fritz would not 
have time to wonder what had hap- 
pened to him. But those pots were 
made for jam and not for this; our 
hopes were vain, particularly if, 
happened here, 


as 





someone found his 
bomb too heavy and so let go too 
soon, in which case it came back and 
hud- 
dled, while the rotten parapet shook. 

The toll our offensive probably 
took was as nothing to the steel 
shower that found us, for hours afterward, smothered in it 
like rats in a trap, in payment for the impudence that was 
so foolishly unsupported by a larger supply of jam pots. 
With such a warning, we too watched for opportunities, 
and ffung back, before they burst, sundry German bombs. 
However, we sat in the mud and took it; bound up our 
wounds, shifted our dead, and sullenly cleaned from our 
rifles the mud each fresh outburst threw over them. They 
had our number, but not our goat. 

Their trench mortar was very bad. It came 
and sprang by so closely from its medieval catapult that we 
could sometimes dimly missile 
hurtled clumsily through the air, before it burst with all 
the ardor of a small mine and sent up the greasy column of 
an oil well, which rose inkily for fivescore feet before it 
recoiled on us in a shower of trench débris and odd limbs 
of men. Always, of course, there was the desultory fire of 


exploded among us where we 


Pats 


so silent ly 


see the unwieldy as it 


hidden batteries, which was answered in part by the snap 
of our seventy-fives in the wood beyond Kruistraat Huik. 

Under these circumstances the tale of our casualties 
grew day by day, and steadily held, each twenty-four 
hours, to sixty per cent of the men we took over at the 
dusk of each night from a huddled group of half delirious 
and wholly sodden, stupid, staring men, who clutched 
feebly at their rifles and cried loudly, in the name of God, 
for rum and rest. 

And each night, at each fresh alarm, that gallant gentle- 
man of the strained and haggard face came among his men 
to inspire them with the freshness of his own high courage. 
Like all others, he had aged years in 
His ever-ready smile be- 
spoke the girl heart, which thrived 
despite a lifetime of soldier training; 
and in the last analysis he was a man 
of parts. It was at worst 
moments that he came the quickest 
at the bidding of an orderly’s appeal, 
crashing through the gap, half*blind 
from old wounds, falling into stink- 
ing water holes and out again, to 
fling his slender length among his 
men, radiating such a store of cheer 
and artful badinage, combined with 
the most tender solicitude, as to up- 
lift the dullest of them and feed 
anew the fighting fire of each. So 
not once but many times men swore 
mightily and registered this oath: 
That Francis Farquhar could have 
his heart’s best blood! 

Each wound tore freshly at the 
raw wound in his own heart. At 
each blasting burst that tore its way 
through flesh and blood, he muttered 
through his teeth: “The swine!” 
And so he stayed until perhaps 
some other breathlessrunnerstormed 
in with a tale of worse than this be- 
falling down the line. It was then 
that the maternal quality of the per- 
fect otficer welled up in the great 
heart of the man: “Good night, 
my children!” He faded off amid 
the graves and mist. 


weeks. 


those 
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And if not he, then it was his other self, the second in 
command, the regimental and official angel, née Major 
Hamilton Gault, who had fathered us, and of whom his 
senior had but lately said to the general officer command 
ing: “I give you my word—the man fairly chills my 
blood!”” Not scorning danger, but rather, like Nelson, 
failing to recognize it, he toyed with death in all its ugliest 
phases, taking it into his slim hands and dissecting it as 
might a curious child the internal arrangement of a clock 
He was, I think, happiest in the neck-deep water of a 
gloriously muddy trench, subsisting on the scantiest rations 
of those about, the unquenchable fire of his spirit scorning 
every weakness of an unusually frail body. 


Now God be thanked, who has matched us wit! 
And caught our youth, and wakened us from 

With hand made and 
To turn, as 

Glad from a world grown old and cold 
Leave 

And half men, and their dirty songs, 
And all the little emptiness of | 


sure, clear eye sharpened 


f 
> > j » J 

swimmers into cleanness leaping, 

and weary 


the sick hearts that honor could not move, 


found release there 


Oh, we who have known shame, we have 


Where there's no ill, no grief; but sleep has mend 


lost but 


Naught broken save this body; 
Nothing to shake 


breath: 
, , , ’ no 
the laughing hear her 
and that has e7 


] 


friend and enemy 


ng peace 


But only agony, 


And the 


ica 


That trench was the instrument which dr 
the neart of the soldier 
wrong that had been done the 
bred this 


Por 
Broo 


ove home into 


he . » f ¢ rreat 
he consciousness ol e grea 


race by the thing that had 
and the conviction that it must r- 
mitted to happen again. Withal, there was such quicker 

ing of the soul as to melt the tough bone of thought in the 


dullest mind, and so to give to conscious thought 


never be pe 


a rebirt! 
that reacted in a twisting of all old impulses. It became so 
that human relationship, 
however dear, which did not, beside t} 
into distant nothingness. 


loves. 


there was no however sweet 


iis one here exper 
enced, fade The regiment di 


placed all our other It became a gl 
of father, me 


our dy ing a 


orious Ssymposiun 


ther and sweetheart; gave, asked and receives 


These men, who fought, co »ked and died 


to assume to one another a certain 


Came 


tenderness of 


together, roug! 


affectionate disgust that replaced for ea 


his more dor 1eSTi¢ love, whict re had now in his heart 


of hearts, half forsworn and perhaps wholly forgotten. 


The Idol of the Princess Pats 
remote, that far-off 


pursued a 
a tranquil life whi 


Al. our old affections were of that 
and shadowy world where met 


those 


iand womer 
quiet domestic avocations of 
whimsey have aught to do with thi 
And if there were 
weakness to dally with the soft danger of 


could by no strange 
even in recollection. no other reason 

the 
the 
side of this one seemed strange indeed to us, whose hearts 
were daily and hourly crucified by the painful deaths of 
loves. 1 


would be 


thought. And that this other world could so exist Dy 


our newel! Each fresh loss so ate into our hearts ar 

vitals as to make living painful and death welcome, searing 
the soul. And so those others back home, whom we had 
once known, became indeed very far off, and were so rele 
gated to those distant 
regions of our hearts 
that little 
thoughts of 
might not 
chance conflict 
our thought of or our 
duty to our all-mother 

the regiment. 

Ar d so, when Some 
of them back home in 
Britain and in America 
told us of their aims 
for peace, our hearts 
were filled with a great 
rage that we should be 
so misunderstood. For 
why did we suffer this 
if not to end it for all 
time? And peace now 
would not do that. 
“We beat you at 

Marne; 
We beat you at the 
Aisne . 
gave you hell at 
Neuve Chapelle ; 
And are 
; 
again: 


cares or 
them 
by any 


with 


the 


We 


here we 


The rain was pitiless 
and so constant. We 
looked in vain for a 
sun that never shone. 
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xIV 
HE smart brougham car ng T« 
Beausejour, the Newport 


Scotts, rolled up the crushed blues 


summer 


set with blue Californian spruce o ma 
ounded the flower-bordered circle and ¢ 
to a stop before the portico, The 
dapper little Englishman w} 


strikingly of Pennington, jumped dow? 





ne 





3 t eside the pink-lace ny 
hipped open the door wv i } ict 
nis s Both mer were are sed i! imma 


late liveries, and both seemed scornfull; 


. } 
personal. 














It was Tom’s second visit to Newport, at 
ts contrast with the first was vividly ir 
y nd as, re ning upon the soft cus} ne 
ad been W eda | 1 1 Rhode Is 
Avenue No he fe j e at ease He 
fully aware that his tallor, to ym he 
neay n det nad made ¥ t ) 
a i at his new |! le serge su ed 
I ire to a nicet R 1} aw hat w 
colored band ndicating > the vyorid that 
was one of the elect of Ha and oO 
I as r rat r in one and, Was a 
Lnose r yellow charm lov tha ud 
aroused his contempt wher idor r 
! 1 { Catherwood in the g ery of Mer 
| Hall on ee short years betore F 
nee yf tortune nad ce alr 
ce those du aays and ¥ he was 
] atop ol 
mbered now fhe i? I 
tal ir alte noor st UOLIS t \ 
ui Dia sunsnade aco naa | St t 
those ver granite p i bearing tne k 
of Beause l ind gazed timidl ip the sa 
drive throug hich he, a we egu 
had t bee swe] in rega tal i 
they had been in momentar ppreher 
est some gardener or othertful onarys 





swung open at his approac! It made 
think olf that vocal exe sett rolau ruc 
Iresnhman elo n had given them 
had bee i we meaning Dutra er rid j 
littie ma \ », plac g his ge S UpO 
velling waistcoat Va accu ymmead t Sa 
i voice pregnant wit 1aeno 
**Remember gentile e! « Aba 
cente ol tne ers i W | 
ntleme ! 
Then he would intone in a hollo t 
(-ne tes! 
K ] mur K 
‘ 
om laughed, me sul iting K 


She 


Seemed 


to Him the 
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had lated a maid ast 
ed away from the wind | | 
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time, anyhow! He ed 
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e Sleeping Bea 
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: t th narrow face, high-arched nose and And again Tom could find no words. The butler and our hostess is an excellent executive, and gives her | 
rt eve ho had followed Allyn to the veranda, two footmen now made their appearance for the purpose of band his orders every morning—all of us, in fact 
"Bs 1 rat tiffly and held out his hand for Tomtoshake. removing the tea things and Mr. Scott decided that he They had strolled the length of the terrace and inst 
anne vas perfunctorily courteous but detached, must go to write some letters. They all accordingly tively had turned down another flight of steps leading int 
e gave the impression of being somewhat bored with arose. Mrs. Scott affably informed Tom that it was a a grassy corner from which they could see the breaker i 
part r thing that he happened to be doing but ir great pleasure to have him with them and then, nodding to surging against the rocks. 4 
‘| e that the next might prove more entertaining. the others, walked stiffly off beside her husband. “And now to answer your question about Mrs. Wir 
Glad to meet you, Mr. Kelly,” he remarked. And then “What happens now?” wondered Tom. It was only gate s 
7 led hast Ye ‘ We must get out to tea or half after five—the coolness of the evening was creeping “I didn’t ask you anything about her,” interrupted Ton \ 
the ll accuse us of lése majesté.”” through the gardens, the shadows reaching out across the “Oh, didn’t you? Well, excuse me, but everybody doe ” 
, Ar Mr. Parradyr Mr. Kelly,” added Allyn. grass—the loveliest hour of the day. want to know about Mrs. Wingate. Yes, she has a hu A } 
rt} i gentleman struck Tom instantly as being of “Do you play bridge?” asked Mrs. Wingate. band, really a very good sort of fellow too! But they dor 
y tire lifferent and novel type. He was rather stout, “No,” answered Tom, feeling very stupid, “I never get on for some reason—several reasons—and as she ha ry 
eat it not smartly dressed, and had a red, good-_ learned.” three millions of her own she manages without hi: er 4 
i face with a large, inquiring nose and kindly, rather “What a shame!” well.” .. 
é 1e eye Emboldened by her tone he asked: “Are they divorced?” | 
Oh, ye Mr. Ke to be sure!” said he, giving “Will you teach me?” ““No—not so far as I am aware,” answered Parradyn "i 
hand a warm pressure. ‘The coming champion, “I'd love to,” she answered. “ Anything you like.” “But substantially so. Only as there is no question of H 
inderstand.’ “She knows all sorts of games,” said Allyn significantly. either alimony or the custody of children they never ha f' 
lor on learned that Mr. Parradym never referred ‘‘By George, Lulie,’”’ he whistled, “you and I promised to thought it necessary to go to court.” 
himself and always included all those present in his go over to the Langhorns’ at five-thirty. We’re late now! Tom said nothing. It was certainly no concern of |} > 
ition. The three, led by Allyn, crossed the terrace Come along!” what domestic arrangements the Wingates might choos« 1 
: 1 de led the steps to the tea table. “Some other time, then,”” murmured Tom. to make, and yet for some reason he was disappointed q 
f M er, ti om Kelly,” repeated Allyn, address- She held out her hand and as he pressed it she turned His dream had faded into nothing. ‘ 
g ende irmony in mauve. The lady bowed gra- away, leaving, as it were, a precious possession for a mo- “But there are others!”” murmured Mr. Parradym as if 
g he rynette. ment in his clasp. to himself. \ 
- M ter — Mrs. Wingate ” continued Allyn. “You two fellows will have to take care of yourselves, Tom began to be secretly annoyed with his cheery-faced is 
om turned and found himself bowing to the girl of Parry,”’ remarked Allyn. ‘“‘Why don’t you take Kelly fellow guest. What right had Parradym to assume that he | 
the we garden. A married woman! She held out her down to the club?” had taken any sudden romantic interest in Mrs. Wingate? i 
, nd. giving him an intense, eager look. There was “Oh, I’d rather stay here and smoke a cigarette,” “You wonder what business it is of mine?”’ said his nev 1% 
1ething appealing in her brown eyes, a note of pathos, answered Tom. “That is, if Mr. Parradym doesn’t mind.” friend. ‘‘None! Except in so far as a casehardened i Ii 
f she vaguely sought protection. In truth he wished to learn without delay everything social parasite ought to try to keep the game on a fa 7 
You wert the rose garden!” exclaimed Tom. “I there was to know about Mrs. Wingate. Was there a Mr. basis, and give the players the benefit of his experienc i 
( irbed you! I’m sorry!” Wingate? for example. She was not in black—could not You don’t know me. ve heard a little about you. I 
4 Allyn laughed cynically, and the girl flashed a look of be a widow. know more than you think from looking at you. I’m a ty 
ny ince at hin He took Parradym’s offered cigarette, unconsciously friend of the family and I’m a friend to all nice young fe " 
You ean usually find Lulie in the rose garden—when inspecting the brand. lows. We all have our faults and we all ought to b ar 
re are guests in the bachelor wing!” he remarked “You needn’t be afraid,”’ laughed the other. “‘They’re table toward others. But this is rather a dangerous house \q 
Scott’s—not mine. And I tell him where to buy ’em, so I between you and me, for a young chap to start in } 
M ott made an impatient gesture, and said some- know they’re all right. Yes,’’ he added with a dry smile, Tom’s annoyance had deepened into mild indignation. i 
a ng to her daughter in French which Tom did not “I’m a little brother to the rich. You might as well know Let this comfortable old parasite, as he admitted that h« \ 
] tand He had abandoned French after his fresh- it now as later.” was, speak for himself and not for others! He was abo if { 
, ear. Whatever it was it caused Mrs. Wingate to Tom was so taken aback by this extraordinary frank- to let drop some hint of this sort when Mr. Parradyr vid if 
“fi d bite her li She looked helplessly at Tom and ness that all he could do was to ask lamely: his hand gently on Tom’s shoulder. i 
‘ fe a slight gesture with her shoulders as if she knew “Are you staying here?” “What a wonderful sight!” he said, pointing out t ard \ 
he uuld understand. Instantly his instinct of “Oh, yes!” replied Parradym. “I usually spend July the open sea. i} 
Bee valry was aroused and he would have come valiantly here. Have for the last fifteen years. It’s a very com- It was true. wind had fallen until the ean la 
he ipport could he have thought of anything to say. fortable house—and quite all right in most ways! Besides undulating in streaks of near-colors, off- ke \ 
‘ ery rude of Allyn and cruel of his , yellow, blue and crimsor e wa- \y 
! silk. A mile away the snowy sa iP 
We had quite a pretty race,”’ said Mr. of a sailing yacht reflected the dazzling 
Parradym, rescuing the situation. ‘‘ The light of the setting sun. s t \, 
y Alethea won by ke than a length!” for the slow splasl of the waves against t! , 
> By the wa what are the orders for rocks and the [ nthe bushes IN 
ght? inquired Mr. Scott of his wife. about them. St sana i} 
You and I are dining with the Overtons. of deepest blue. j 
Allyn and Lulie are going to the Welfleets, This is the real immortality !’’ muttered a 
eo nd | accepted an invitation for Mr. Kelly Parradym. 
to dine at the Far iws,”’ she answered. Tom was or ly conscious that his associat ih 
lon ippatied had said something. He was looking, to be if 
1 —real "he began, totally aghast ure, in the direction of the sea, but all h« if 
iy | n't know Mrs. Fanshaw—I haven't aw was the appealing face of Lulie Wingat« 
¢ hort” “I beg your pardon—what | 
‘That's nothing!” Mr. Scott informed said?”’ he asked. 
You are what is known as an avail 
ble ma You not only can dine out every xv } 
a ght—you must dine out every night.” “(NOT everything you want 
. Cheer up,”’ urged Mr. Parradym. “I’m Allyn had popped his head é 
‘ ng there rY elf and it’ not half bad. door of Tom's room, where fhe four i 
Lot ol worse | lace And Fanshaw has latter, assisted | ya valet, hasti y getting 


ne very excellent old Madeir: 
| should die!” groaned Tom quite nat- 





f 
s { 
into his dress clothes. In reality the ilet 
was only in the way, since Tom hadr 
‘ 
' 





ra and the others laughed in spite of remotest idea what use to make nit 
elve “Can't I stay at home?” found it very inconvenient whe ne 
LOOK here mother,” uggested Allyn to put on his trousers to have the fe 
idenly, “I have it. Let Lulie chaperon clinging to their leg It seemed almost as 
to the Weifleets and I'll take in the much of a stunt to get into them as to leay 
i They'll never know the differ- through a hoop, but he presently discovered i} 
‘ The Welfleets would much rather that, after you had inserted your leg, the ; 
be e him, anywa he’s something new.”’ valet released that particular trouser at the 


And give you a chance to make love to precise moment requisite to enable you to / 


limi Fanshaw !"’ shot back his sister at him. get it through to the floor instead of leaving 


Well,” iid Mrs. Scott, “if it would the limb suspended in mid-air. Even ther . 
ike Mr. Kelly any more comfortable not the process savored of skipping rope 
stone Of course nobody cares, “You bet I have—and more!” ar 


will surely be all right—if you Tom, buttoning his suspenders 


Wi ile the valet perforn ed tl at « ff e€ lor hin 


Com glanced quickly at Mrs. Wingate and behind. “I hope I’m not late 





by ul g told him that she would not be Allyn took out a small watch of thet ! | 
eased if he accepted Allyn’s suggestion. ness of a cheese knife ia 

Alread he felt a f some secret bond of “It’s only just ¢ ght « clock,”” he sa a 

hy existed between them. “The carriages aren't ordered until quarter 
I ive to go out I'd much prefer to past.” 
i t iunswered. “‘ Honestly, I'd “Don’t you dine at eight?” ' 
ea a strange garret—lI shall, “Oh, nobody ever gets anywhere befor } 

eight-thirty. What would be the use Some- 

‘) { ‘ nother cat there that —_—_— -—— — one would be sure to be late and kee eve 


Allyn, She Was in His Eyes a Captive Princess and He Was Already Her Champion body else waiting 
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Allyn filled himself a glass of whisky and 
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soda fron the sunt ‘ I t eve t N l } ] t | ‘ 





sideboar l and lit a iwarettle at the alcohol burner t italer I’m for t ‘ apt ‘ . . i It { iff ] 

“Lord, yes! Time to burn! Have a drink?” all the good t does me! ld go shouting for Pre t ) ‘ 

Tom nodded at the head of the procs t and just natura ‘ I 

“Give Mr. Kelly a Scotch and soda,” Allyn added to the first saloon; that is, 1 feet would but 1 ! l f Old N 
the valet, who, having obeyed, removed himself. wouldn’t. However, I'd get the drir That'sthei: r 

“Here’s how!” remarked Tom, taking a long pull at the cravir the at d ne gl 
his glass. Smacking his lips, he gazed appreciatively round some other fellow’s instinct would drive | along é [—I t ey are 
the apartment. the cliff’ maylh« ‘ kne r thoug! e kne | 

way, who is Parradym?” he asked casually. he was an ass for going 
lvm? Oh, he’s a good-n easy-going sort “Mrs. Scott sent me at e ca i 

of chap rather cy? ical, but kind-hearted and keen as a waiting,” said the valet ippearing at the a r, and thes tne { 


razor. I tell you, nothing gets 
by old Parry! He could make 


t of money if he wanted 


to work, but he doesn’t want 
to He’s been everywhere, 
seen everything, read every 


book ever written, knows 





every body, but is poor as a 
church mouse. Nobody knows 


exactly V o ne s, and I guess 


ne ; anybody exactly. 
They say he writes for the 
magazines and newspapers 


under a nom dé plume and 
manages to get along in that 
way, but he only needs enough 
to pay for his wash, because 
he spends most of his time 
olf on the 


visiting or playing g 
Riviera. He told me once his 
entire.winter had cost him less 
than a thousand frances But 


I’d trust him with my last sou 





and follow his advice even if 
t led me over a cliff.” 

l onder il it e\ rwould!” 
mused 

‘Wl 0 you say that? 

Oh, I don’t know! Just a 

g t nT t 

\ e ght!’’ repli ed 
A I e a bad illus- 
tratior Par m’s advice 


wouldn't ever lead you overa 
cliff. On the contrary, it can 
always be followed with per- 
fect safety. It is the gospel 
of expediency raised to its nth 
power—so much so that at 


time t almost seems to be 
lealistic rather than utilita- 
ria You remember ‘ Phil’ 

4? ‘The idioy hological 


vic and all that 
rot? To be perfectly frank I 


should say that the only 











ue rfrom poor I j 
that, if you followed his ad- 


vice, you might remain 





comfortable when you ought 


to go on over the cliff. You 























remember tor 
or man’s perdition to be safe 
When for the truth he ought 
lo die!’ 
This sudden flash started 
Ton 
Why, Allyn!” he cried,“do 
believe that? I thought ré 
ere a rank materialist!” ‘ 
Allyn smiled rather wearily. 
“IT haven’t the remotest 
idea what I am,” he answered 
as he emptied his glass and 
replaced it on the sideboard. 
“And even if I had, I'd prob- **Mother, This is Tom Kelty,’’ Repeated Allyn, Addressing a Siender Harmony in Mauve A 
ably be mistaken.” 
“T don’t understand,” said Ton H uld you be | an hast 1o the i I eM 
mistaken if you knew what you were?” Wingate and P ' 
“Why, I mean that I might think I was one thing and _ already gone along 
ll the time be something els« My reason might lead t lamps lighted 
e to accey a certain set of mel ns as sound, ana jump wu witt \ 
T instinct would le ad me to f jNiow anothe I mignt be } mab, ly po \\ ‘ { 
in egoist in theory and an idealist by nature. Sometime See yu ther i! 
I suspect that’s the way it is with Parr He'll prea Mrs. Wingate ‘ ‘ 
joctrine of utter selfishness and give away his last the first carriage and ‘ 
| to a drunken tramp—‘to hurry hin along to the gly slender a She igla 
bo rd,’ as he says der at Tom. “W vw mé he ask 
atever he is, I guess he’s a wise old guy!” answered “Anywhere!” ar ered Tom for her « ‘ ‘ I e W 
n “I never knew you thought about such thi g felt that he w ive ed . 
Think about ’em!” groaned Allyn, suddenly turning housetops wit he g. | prang I 
upon Tom, the black circles round his eyes showing in steps and seated himself beside her, ! dy tingling he , ! ig 
strong contrast against the pallor of his skin. “With me he felt his arm touching t jelicate texture of t ‘ 
t’s t the other way round. I’ve got a chronic, burning wrap, from which her f f 
rst I dri I have to or I'd go crazy But d and irned ending " 4 gia Continued on Page 
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\N AUGUST 29, 1893, the Philadel- 
( ) nhia Pre published a three-column 
lispat letter “Hol 


r, from 





urgical Opex 
President | 









Emeritus Professor of Surgery, Jefferson Medical College, Philadelphia 


© 
ations on 


lama bi 1898 


By Ww. W. Keen, mM. D., LL. D. silver on hand when the wasd 
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to be caught with a large amount of 


nce 

more placed itself firmly on a gold basi 
In the United States the situation was 

deplorable. From 1879 to 1890 our 





i Mr. I Edwards its New 
c ynde tartling the whole 
ntry by giving the first intimation of r 
I 1 Sé ] peration upon Presi- 


t Cleveland, performed by Dr. Joseph 





D. Bryant, of New York, on board Com- 

' ore E, C. Benedict’s yacht, the 

| he gave e names of the medi- 

i] men present and many details of the 
wration. This was said to have been 
on July first, immediately after Mr. | 
Cleve { had called the special session | 

Congre for Augu seventh. 

ti ited that the operation con- 

d the removal of some teeth and 
f ible bone, as far as the orbital | 
ite of the upper jaw on one side. This 
ate was substantially correct, even | 
most of the details, as will be seen later. 
I mn vas immediately spread 
| 


broadcast and at once gave rise to an 


ea co versy. At the time of 
publication of the dispatch Mr. 
Cleveland had been in Washington for 
he special session of Congress on August 


‘ 


four days iater had gone to 


: Gat his summer home on Buz- 
Bay, for rest and recuperation, as 
is publicly alleged He returned to 
Washington on August thirtieth. On 
ember filth f opened the First 


Pan-American Medical Congress, in 





voice was “even 
earer and more resonant” than on 
March fourth at his inauguration. Two 
veeks later he spoke at the Centenary 
he Founding of the City of Washing- } 

He met persons officially 

l} No sear or other evidence 
an operation existed, his voice did not betray him, and his 
general health was evidently as good as could be expected 
ye who had endured a horde of pestiferous officeseekers 


ind t ble anxieties of the existing financiai crisis. 
Many newspapers denied that any operation had been 
formed; others said that, at the most, it consisted in the 


emoval of two teeth and possibly a little rough bone, They 


ted not only the lack of physical evidence already men 
the statements of Doctor Bryant, of Cabinet 

ers, of the President's private secretary, and a signed 
itement by Mr. L. Clarke Davis, editor of the Public 
Ledger and a close friend of the President, who wrote that 
Holland tatement “had a real basis of a toothache.” 
ne papers denounced Holland's letter as “infamous,” 
laimed that the whole story was a “ cancer fake,” and 


Doctor Bryant, who was the only spokesman for all the 
i! men who had participated in the operation, was 
nwilling to discuss his patient’s case for pro- 

ons, and the weighty additional reason of the 
fluence of any full statement he might make 

e tense and disastrous financial crisis. He rightly 


ed the operation as far as possible, 


How Great Destinies Hung by a Thread 


| 1° T many papers pointed to the recent denials of the 
) doctors in the case of General Grant, and of other pub- 

r I They declared the 
i statement of Colonel Lamont, the Secretary of 


ch proved to be inexact 








War, Mr. Cleveland's most intimate friend, who had also 
ird the Oneida during the operation, that the 
vas ““a sick mar how sick we cannot tell,” 

orrect atement of the actual facts. 
ny id e grave responsibilities resting on 
Cleveland's surgeons and the necessity of preserving 
ecrecy as to any serious operation having been 
i upon the President, it is essential to under- 
financial panic then in progress. This Burton 
as a crisis ‘which in its severity has rarely been 


harles Francis Adams, in his Autobi- 
‘the most deep-seated financial storm in 
ry of the country.” It was a crisis that would 
changed into a national disaster had the 
fa become known before Congress assembled on 








Mr. Clevetand in His Library at Princeton 


August seventh. As the Nation said on August third— long 
before the operation was known: “A great deal is staked 
upon the continuance of a single life.” 

On the very day when Holland’s letter was published 
the Commercial and Financial Chronicle said editorially: 
“Mr. Cleveland is about all that stands between this coun- 
try and absolute disaster, and his death would be a great 
calamity.” 

Had the seriousness of the operation on Mr. Cleveland 
become known earlier than it did, and before his evident 
good health put to rest the fears of the community and 
emboldened the sound-money men in Congress, the panic 
would have become a rout. The reason for these strong 
statements is that Mr. Stevenson, the Vice President, was 
a pronounced silver man. Had the very serious nature of 
the operation become known, the public would at once have 
jumped to the conclusion that the President was doomed. 
Cleveland would at once become the setting sun, Stevenson 
the rising sun, and the Silver Clause of the Sherman Act 
almost certainly would not have been repealed. What that 
would have meant to the country can scarcely be imagined. 

“To Mr. Cleveland—and we might say to Mr. Cleve- 
land alone—belongs the honor of securing the passage of 
the Repeal Bill.’’— (The Nation, October 26, 1893. 

The financial crisis was acute, even world-wide. In 
1879, after a long interruption, the United States had 
resumed specie payments. In 1871 Germany had demon- 
etized silver. In 1877 the three Latin nations had done 
the same. Switzerland and Greece, and shortly afterward 
the three Scandinavian nations, followed their example. 
In 1892 the leading nations of the world were in a wild 
scramble for gold. Austria-Hungary was seeking one hun- 
dred million dollars for a resumption of specie payments, 
and the Bank of France was adding to its supply. Russia, 
on January 31, 1893, had accumulated four hundred and 
fifty million dollars. The Bank of England, in order not 
to lose its gold, had kept its discount rate at three per cent, 
though in the general market the rate was only one per 
cent. 

In 1890 occurred the collapse of Argentine credit, and 
the Baring Brothers became very nearly insolvent. 

In May, 1893, twelve British Colonial banks suspended. 
On June 26, 1893—five days before the first Cleveland 
operation— India, the only large user of silver except the 
United States, also demonetized silver. No nation wanted 


business had been conducted on a gold 
basis. But the silver heresy had spread 
far and wide among our people, and the 
influence especially of the senators from 
our northwestern silver-producing states 
was energetically used. 

The Populist convention in 1891 de- 
manded the free and unlimited coinage 
of silver and gold at the ratio of si 
to one, and government ownership of 
railroads, telegraphs and telephones. 
Its candidate polled over one million 
votes, carried four Northwestern States, 
and received twenty-two votes in the 
Electoral College. The Populists threat- 
ened to become a power to be reckoned 
with. Anumber of prominent economists 
| and statesmen in Great Britain and th 
United States also supported bimet- 
allism. ‘“‘The people” wanted “plenty 
of money.”” Tomany of them free silver 
“had a most enticing sound, indicative 
of opulence. They had a vague notior 
that . .. the free coinage of silver 
would increase the number of dollars a 
head in the United States. . . . When 
assured that unlimited silver coinage 
would drive gold out of circulation they 
replied that silver was good enough for 
| them if they could only get enough of 
it; . .. that this country was big 
enough to do anything it pleased wit! 
| out asking for leave or license from the 

monarchies of Europe.’’— ( Peck.) 

In 1890 we had, in all, a gold reserve 
of over one hundred and eighty-five 
million dollars—eighty-five millions in 

excess of the hundred millions set aside to guarantee the 
integrity of over three hundred and forty-six million dollars 
of greenbacks. By January 31, 1893, this reserve had fallen 
to one hundred and eight million dollars. On Mr. Cleve- 
land’s accession— March fourth—it had fallen to less than 











e 





one hundred and one million dollars. The Treasury wa 

kept solvent only by omitting payments into the sinking 
fund and by not expending appropriations voted by 
Congress. The Secretary of the Treasury also begged 
patriotic banks and bankers to let the Government have 
their gold. But this gold soon disappeared in redeeming 
paper money. He also repeatedly sold bonds. Even th 
bonds, to a degree, defeated their own object; for the p 
chasers drew some of the gold they paid into the Treasury 
for the bonds by presenting to the Treasury its own notes, 
which the secretary was obliged to redeem in gold on penalt 

of seriously impairing the credit of the United States. 








Our Dwindling Gold Reserve 


HE Sherman Act had been passed in 1890. It was an 

almost fatal “‘truce,’’ as Mr. Cleveland called it, be- 
tween the advocates of free coinage of silver and their oppo- 
nents. This Act imposed an additional yearly purchase of 
fifty-four million ounces of silver, against which Treasury 
notes were issued, all redeemable in gold. From 1789 to 
1878—eighty-nine years—we had coined only eight n 
silver dollars. From 1878 to 1893—only fifteen years— we 
had coined over four hundred and nineteen millions. In 
silver bullion, cart-wheel dollars— which nobody wanted 
and subsidiary coinage we had six hundred and thirty-five 
million dollars of silver on hand! 

Besides this, the influx of gold into the Treasury from 
customs almost ceased. In December, 1891, and January, 
1892, two-thirds of the customs were paid in gold. A year 
later, in the same months, instead of two-thirds, there were 
paid in gold only four per cent and nine per cent respec- 
tively. 

The depleted and steadily diminishing gold reserve not 
only had to meet the mass of obligations just mentioned 
but had to supply the gold demanded in payment for 
American securities, which were freely sold by Europea 
because of their lack of confidence in our finances. The 
balance of trade, also, was against us, and the difference 
had to be paid in gold. The very simple and obvious way 
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to get the g ld was to exch ange paper f 
ury. When so received the Governme 
these notes, but reissued them ynlv 


process repeated in an endless chain! 


It seems to us NOW passing strange t! 


t . Mew 7 nm anit 
sisted in such self-evident f 


of Chambers of Commerce and other sin 


the opinions of financial experts, and \ 





1 ’ 


peated but vain appeals for relief: but “‘s 
done for silver.”” When a yus husbar 
doctor that he was at tl ot his reso 
that could be done for hi was to 
“Oh, doctor,”” was the repl it isn’t re 
is it?” 

In our similar financial emergence: 
priately in Denver, the “silver capital,” 


sixty per cent, a I July to seventy 


June the banks had to avail themselves o 


cerTtin 


first. 





thirtv days’ notice for withdrawal of mor 


Our population in 1893 was just about 
During that year six hundred and fort 
pended. Presumably this would be equal 
the suspension of one thousand bar 
in 1917. The most vivid appreciatior 
of the serio. sness of the situation ca 


yy reading the ““summary 


' ws" t *hiladelphi } 
of the news” in the Philadelphia Publ 











#dger, or other newspapers, tor 1593, 
even for the middle six months of 
at year. Scarcely ad assed wit! 
it several and € mar su 

ensions. | failures < ed 

ks and ist npanie sed the 
s. receiverships and business et 

rrassments, even ol large conce 

peared na reiteratior \ 

Croiden Cit ( ( i ngulal 

iy op te wee ne silver mer nee 
ent so lara burn Mr. Cleveland 
effigy. 

Mr. Cleveland, from the $ 

r i planted his feet t ym asour 

r ne basis and stood like a roc $ 

efense. On February 11, 1891, afte 

the enactment of the Sherman A 

SY¥O in the interests oi the silver me! 

¢ ‘ 





¢ 1 
ry ‘ against tree slive M 
Cleveland te etter to the 
he ¢ ~ g sente e ot whiet spoke 
the danger Isand reckiess experime! 
of free inlimited and independ 


DY HIS foes this was called “defiant 
D | ! * and “blazing indiscre 








i ne det a tha he was 
tica dead and buried, and this 
t t A nis pitap! B al the Nat yy 
ecognized it aS a master stroke It 
actual n it Lt tne re lable 
standard yvearer of his par igainst 
the wishes of its leader In the Elec 
toral College ed 277 votes ou 
of 444. His however, weakly 
catered to the silverites minating 
Steve! Y a sliver 1! for the Vice 
Presidency 
When Congress met in special ses 
s10n,or August seventh, Mr. leveland 


age urged the absolute repeal « 
Act, without 

tute and without any ¢ ompromis« - Or 

August eleventh Mr. Cleveland re 


irned to Gray Gables. W hile there he 


e Sherman 





ily, in spite of the 
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Mr. Cleveland and His Eidest Son, Richard, at Their Home in Princeton 
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Our Army Limit 


| l IS caleulated that in view of the length of the haul, 
every American soldier in France will require five tons 


hipping—not merely to carry him oversea but to keep 
him supplied with food, clothing, guns, ammunition, and 
to fetch a substitute if he is wounded. On this calculation, 
iintaining an army of a million men in Europe would 
juire five million tons of shipping. That is the limitation 
pon our direct contribution to the struggle in the trenches. 








able tonnage will increase slowly. 
Stavements recently made in the House of Commons 
throw some light upon the obscure shipping situation. 
The first of last April, it appears, England had sixteen 
million tons of ocean-going bottoms, a decrease of a million 
t ince the beginning of war—largely because naval 
nstruction had almost monopolized shipyards. Though 
British yards launched nearly two million tons of merchant 
ps in 1913, the output in 1915 and 1916, combined, was 
nly a million and a quarter tons. But the submarine 


rned attention decisively to merchant vessels. The 
tput this year will be two million tons, and three'millions 
ext vear: while between June last and the end of 1918 

American yards will turn out three million tons 
In April submarines sank ships at the rate of ten million 
i year. Of late, destruction appears to have been not 
half that. But it is evident that, unless submarine 
lestruction decidedly lessens, it will be well into next year 
efore tonnage begins to increase appreciably; and the 

‘ ll be slow 
\ million men count for comparatively little in this war. 
We must calculate, on the present situation and prospects, 
bee ong while before we can get into the 
es in any decisive fashion. Therefore, wherever ir 
other direction there is a chance for quicker action we 
d develop it with all possible energy. 


Soldiers’ Insurance 


'e AMBIGUOUS paragraph in the House bill under 
f 
4 vhich the Government proposes to write insurance on 


if oldiers and sailors says: ‘*‘ During the period 

f war the insurance shall be term insurance for successive 

terms of one year each, convertible after war, without 

edical examination, into such form of insurance, with 

ich prov for premium payments, as may be pre- 
nbed t egulatior 53 

(hat needs clarifying. Enlisted men are uninsurable 


except at a cost that would be prohibitive for the rank and 
nment proposes to overcome that disability 

underwriting the lives of its soldiers and sailors. But, 
hen the war ends and enlisted men return to civil occupa 
) the disability that Government service created dis- 
pears, and the men are insurable on the same terms as 
‘ Government insurance should then cease, 
except where a man’s physical condition has become so 
ile in Government service that he is not insur- 





able al normal rates 





he paragraph above quoted would plainly authorize 
the Treasury Department to continue indefinitely in the 
ness of insuring lives after the war. It should be so 
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amended as to leave no doubt that Government insurance 
shall cease at the end of the war. 

Treasury estimates of what it will cost the Government 
to insure lives and pay indemnities for death and disability 
under the provisions of this bill are very likely too low. 
But it should always be remembered that the bill is pro- 
posed as a substitute for the pension system. 


Conscription of Language 


N THE introduction to his autobiographical book, Jo- 

seph Conrad observes: “He who wants to persuade 
should put his trust not in the right argument, but in the 
right word. The power of sound has always been greater 
than the power of sense. I don’t say this by way of dis- 
paragement. It is better for mankind to be impressionable 
than reflective. Nothing humanely great—great, I mean, 
as affecting a whole mass of lives—has come from reflec- 
tion. On the other hand, you cannot fail to see the power 
of mere words.” 

We doubt it, even in the broad sense in which Conrad 
meant it; but that is neither here nor there, for there are 
certain matters in which everybody prefers the guidance 
of sense. The most emotional citizen, if he were buying a 
farm, would not put his faith in an impressionistic survey 
of the land or an impressionistic abstract of the title. If he 
is building a party fence he wants his contribution of 
labor, posts and wire determined by dry arithmetic, and 
not by an emotional reaction. 

Senator La Follette and his followers want to levy war 
taxes in the impressionistic manner. They put their trust 
not in the right argument, but in the right word; and rely 
upon the power of sound, not of sense. 

For mere sound, “conscription of wealth” and “ coining 
dollars out of blood”’ meet all the requirements of the 
case; but anyone capable of reasoning should be able to 
see that they contain nosense. They mean: “A great afflic- 
tion has come upon the country; therefore, let’s extermi- 
nate the plutocrats’’—as the Russian bureaucracy used to 
say: “We've got into a mess; let’s massacre the Jews.” 

But this is the most inauspicious of times for that. A 
nation busy with the great and complicated problem of war 
may well be excused from gratuitously undertaking the 
great and complicated problem of redistribution of wealth. 


Inflation 


HE quantity of paper money in circulation in Europe 

has increased more than eight billion dollars since war 
began; it has been multiplied by more than three. 

Bank deposits, though no exact and comprehensive 
figures are available, have increased several billions. 

There are that many more dollars with which to buy 
things. It is evident enough that if you had a small iso- 
lated community, whose stock of money—that is, whose 
purchasing power— was suddenly multiplied, there would 
be a more lively bidding for goods, and prices would go up; 
also, that reducing the stock of money might involve 
many pinches. There will certainly be more or less infla- 
tion here as a result of war financing; and quite a little 
revolution—scarcely noticed save by experts— has recently 
been taking place in our monetary machinery. 

Two years ago the Federal Reserve Banks held about a 
quarter of a billion dollars of gold. They now hold nearly 
a billion and a half. Their liabilities on account of deposits 
and circulating notes have increased from a little over three 
hundred millions to about two billions. 

Under the amended law member banks must keep their 
entire legal reserves on deposit with the Reserve Banks; un- 
der other amendments the central institutions are making 
a vigorous campaign to gather nearly the whole gold stock 
of the country into their hands. Recently the bank at 
New York circularized banks in that district to the effect 
that gold certificates passing into the hands of the banks 
should be sent to the reserve institution in exchange for 
credit or reserve notes. Our Reserve Banks now hold far 
more gold than any central bank in Europe. 

\ big, powerful central bank, with a large degree of 
control over credits, has actually come into being here, and 
will doubtless prove an invaluable instrument in dealing 
with the difficult problem of inflation. 


The Words of a Prophet 


OR a whole generation the man who has most compre- 

hensively followed the broader movements of the 
human spirit, as disclosed on printed pages, has probably 
been Georg Brandes, the great Danish critic. Thirty-six 
years ago he wrote that the love of liberty, in the English 
sense, was dying out in Germany, giving place to a state 
worship, and would presently disappear: 

““And when that time comes Germany will lie alone, 
isolated, hated by neighboring countries, a stronghold of 
conservatism in the center of Europe. Around it, in Italy, 
in France, in Russia, in the North, will arise a generation 
imbued with international ideas and eager to carry them 
out in life. But Germany will lie there, old and half stifled 
in her coat of mail, armed to the teeth and protected by all 
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the weapons of murder and defense which science can 
invent. There will come great struggles and greater wars. 
If Germany wins, Europe, in comparison with America, 
will be politically as Asia, in comparison with Europe.” 

Seven years later, on the death of the present Kaiser's 
father, he said that, with Friedrich, “‘the last representa- 
tive of a human Germany disappeared; a national Germany 
only is now left.” He pointed out that Denmark was 
compelled to keep on good terms with its mighty southern 
neighbor: ‘“‘ Yet we must admit that, at present, Russian 
intellect is much more liberal and inspired than the Ger- 
man. . . . Not liberty, but order and might, is the 
motto of new Germany. And the days in store for Europe 
may be expressed in the words of the song in Vaulundur’s 
saga: ‘Hard days; sword days; death days.’” 

That was written long ago, but it puts a finger on the 
whole trouble. A Germany whose government is human, 
which respects liberty as we understand it, whose motto is 
liberty, not order and might, is what the world needs. 


One War Achievement 


OR nearly two years, and up to about a year ago, it 

seemed all but impossible to make munitions of certain 
sorts—shells, shrapnel, and the like—in sufficient quantity 
to meet the demands of the armies. The British premier 
said it was a war of munitions. 

But toward the close of 1916 British capacity for turning 
out munitions had so enormously increased that the gov- 
ernment practically stopped buying in the United States. 
Last month the Canadian Munitions Board gave notice 
that the production of this sort of munitions in Canada 
would cease, also, because Great Britain found it could 
make all it needed at home—though the expenditure of 
such munitions appears to be even greater than it was a 
year ago. 

Of course this does not mean that the Allies will cease 
buying war supplies in Canada and the United States. 
Goods other than munitions in the narrow sense will be 
wanted in immense quantities. But in that crucial matter 
of turning out guns and shells, upon which the whole war 
seemed to hang, England is now so independent as to dis- 
pense with much aid from America. 

It simply shows what can be done where there is a will 
to do it. For months we have heard nothing of the old 
complaint of lack of munitions. The war problems that 
now seem crucial and uncertain—tonnage, airplanes, food 
will be solved in the same way. 


The Crime 


HE Manchester Guardian calculates, on the best avail- 

able information, that, to the first of last month, nine 
and three-quarter million men had been killed in the war; 
twelve millions more had been permanently crippled; four 
and a quarter millions were held as prisoners; one hundred 
and seven billion dollars had been spent by the warring 
governments; and eight billion dollars’ worth of property 
had been de stroyed. 

For three weeks in July, 1914, the Austrian Government 
considered what demands it should make on Serbia in 
view of the probability that the assassination of the Aus 
trian Archduke Franz Ferdinand had been planned by 
Serbians. It was well known that Russia would defend 
Serbia's independence. After full deliberation Austria 
made demands that no state calling itself independent 
would have submitted to, except under compulsion; and 
required absolute compliance within forty-eight hours 
And in this course Germany acquiesced. 

Deliberately and after full consideration Germany and 
Austria took the chance of war in order to further a dy 
nastic purpose of the Hapsburgs. That is the crime which 
nearly ten million dead men and twelve million cripples 
now prove against the Hohenzollern and Hapsburg dynas 
ties. The criminals will go unpunished if those dynasties 


retain their power to upset the peace of the world at will. 


Ain Error in Figures 


N AN article by Carl W. Ackerman in THE SATURDAY 

EVENING Post for July twenty-eighth, the statement is 
made that “Last year 75,000,000 tons of pig iron were 
shipped to Germany.” Sweden's total production of iron 
ore in 1915 was 6,883,308 tons and has never exceeded 
7,500,000 tons. Her exports of iron ore to Germany have 
never been more than 5,000,000 tons and were probably 
less than 4,000,000 tons last year. 

The further statement is made that “ During the first 
three months of this year Sweden imported from the United 
States 16,332,000 tons of pig iron.”’ According to the offi- 
cial records of the United States the pig iron exported to 
Sweden during those three months amounted to 11,930 
tons, and was less than 40,000 tons for the whole fiscal 
year ending June 30, 1917. 

Sweden’s exports of iron ore to Germany are of the very 
greatest value to Germany for war purposes, but Germany 
is not by any means receiving from Sweden such wholesale 
assistance as the figures in this article would indicate. 
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Tame diauUarien 


HE authorities were not satisfied t 


simple croix deg 


72 


ierre, they dressed it up with some 








extra palm leaves in order better to express the 
appreciation, and one does not have to look at her 
twice to feel entirely convinced that she deserved 
all she got 
In the town where Madame Audrien was working 
there were many wounded and much terror among 
tne people because the place was being shelled 
without warning. She comforted the wounded and 
the terrified under fire, got people to places of safety, 
nursed the injured and procured clothing for the 
destitute. We do not recall the name of 
where all this happened, but it is not likel) 


ill ever forget the name of Madame Au 
e 


, 
the tow! 





town W 





if . _ 
Bernard M. Baruc! 


WE WOULD suggest that our readers take sev 

ral looks at the snapshot of the gentleman fish- 
erman in the center of this page, for it is not lik 
that Mr. Baruch will be photographed again at so 
a recreation for some time to come. He no 
handle these days 





pleasant 
doubt 
without going after any more with a hook and lin« 

Recently when the War Industries Board 
formed to serve as a connecting link bet 
Government and industry, he was appointed as one 


t 


has all the work he can 


ween t! 


of the seven members, and as a member of the pur 
chasing board of three he has full charge of buying 
all raw materials for the United States and the Allies. 


He has also been an active member of the Advisory 


Commission of the Council of National Defense sine« 
Mr. Baruch is no longer in business on his own 


iormation. 


account, but he has for the past months been devoting his 


time and his unusual abilities to the business of winning 
the war. These days of exceptional conditions and emer- 


gencies are bringing out the exceptional men. 


Alice H. Wood 


N RS. WOOD is just as executive and just as keen as 
7% 


she looks in her picture, but it 


is a question whether 
she has spent many hours during the last weeks seated so 





comfortably at a desk I 





ead 
St t e W 4 { n 
Cou Defense 
traveling throug eignt state 
women’s organiza f var W 
has brought home from h« 
ation for the way Amer w 
patriotic service before é 
and for the orga i s at the 
built up for themselves that n 


immediately and effectivel 


present crisis 


Shortly after the outbreak of 
Wood started organizing women’ 
her home state, Illinois, and 


success in her 

appointment she now 

Naving Just one stats 

t} ’ 
She has undertaken a 

work in Washington. A 

for a better proof of her 

in it than the fact 

July and August making or 

and Middle West, k 


HE young man to the right 


bama, and has liv 


A Al: 


years, even to writing } 





against putting milk on rice, 
the Republican ticket. 
My early ambit 


progressed far enough for 





come a lawyer 
joined the Army 





work there +} 
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Continued from Page 9 il 
’ 
ed | lampness, patched by unwhole- Caltrop said nothing until he had brought _ heard, as it were, a voice exhorting, a voice “Thus say the law and the prophets,” "9 
me me \ dark, lumpish building rose Dan forth from that disenchanted garden like an organ in a cathedral. When he had _ he concluded. “I say unto thee, woe to ") 
the vent f the garden; and along a and locked the gave between its ancient locked the door behind him and paused for him that maketh his habitation a wilder- ag 
battlement where the opposite wall notched buttresses. a moment in the hot stillness the sound was __ ness, and leaveth his people blinded in evil \\ ' 
the sky galloped the curving silhouettes of “There you are!"’ he murmured in the like a wind that swept under the trees with- disease. Woe unto him, woe, and utter ‘th 
iny large monkeys. Nothing else moved dark. “I told you, Towers. Not a bit of out moving them, and that uttered words darkness, even the soul buried in the grave. Hi 
e sign of life use. Our world means nothing tohimany of human speech. Itseemedtocomefrom And I say unto thee, O king, thou art the i, 
” said Dan. “Palace grounds? more.” the terrace. man!” 
You mean this!” at Hearkening to it, Dan became conscious With that, the gift of tongues was taken if 
‘A blighted spot, isn’t it?’’ replied the HE next day Dan spent at Caltrop’s of a new sight in that worn-out garden. away; for Hury Seke foamed at the mouth, h\ 
Englishman. ‘ Here's the tank where I fish, kutcha bungalow, chiefly because he felt Before his face, covering the aged fortress dropped his paintbrush and fell convulsed My) 
} His Highness’ kind permission. My one compassion for a lonely man; the next, wall with schoolboy letters of wet white on the terrace between Dan and the lord of 
only sport. So you may imagine!” because he was implored to stay a while; paint, slanted an inscription: Mayaganj. \ 
The passed an oblong pool, reflecting the next, because a real friendship had Hury SEKE JEHOVAH A silence followe L A] rst of dark serv- i 
he shadow of weeds. From its border some sprung up and bound him to his host. TREMBLE KINGS A _- ants appeared—they might have been ‘ 
. “ ’ , ’ gE JE 3S AND . j 
furtive animal bounded away into the night. Don’t go, man! You're a godsend to standing there all the time— who looked on Vi} 
‘Beastiy muddy fish,” added Caltrop. me,” said Caltrop. ‘Can't you see that? Sickbed watching had drained Dan so with grave respect. ie 
‘No telling what they eat.” Think, I’ve not been home since there were low in body and mind that nothing could “What shall I do?”’ asked the Maha- } 
He paused before a great open pavilion horse omnibuses in London! Tellme some surprise him. He stared at this writing on raja. if : 
with sandstone columns and a floor tessel- more. Go on talking, like a good chap.” the wall, then laughed. “Take him out of the sun, anyhow,” P| 
lated in black and white marbls which, like In the early mornings they walked “Judas cats!”” he groaned, and ran for said Dan angrily. a. 
the tank water, caught a dusky light and through brickyards to a path beside the _ the terrace. “Yes!” agreed the other. “Yes!"’ And j 
limmered. A number of little objects river, where lean, breechclouted boatmen The scene that he found there, on arriv- he gave orders. M 
luttered this floor, flung hither and yon came towing, at the ends of ropes,adinghy ing, was what he expected to find—and Men carried the twitching body into the H) 
‘Roller skates. Tired of em. His High- full of scolding pilgrims or a barge heaped stranger yet. shade of the hall of lamps and laid it on the A's 
ness’ rink, you see. He used it nearly a high with pale-golden drums of jute; Before the glass front of the museum of dreadful carpet there. They did all this if 
fortnight. Rum spectacle it wastoo! Want thence inland, among bamboos and lofty dead lamps, His Highness the Maharaja _ in silence; likewise in silence Dan worked i 


to peep into the palace?” tiger grass, where their passage frightened stood listening, delayed against his wishes. long and hard over a case of sunstroke com- hy 

As they climbed a terrace toward the a white egret from the leaves or a cobra’ By daylight the lord of Mayaganj appeared plicated with what our forefathers called i 
lumpish building Dan made it out to be a from coiled roots where he lay disguised; more formidable even than by dusk— _ possession. His work was not in vain. The ( 
faded red sie, very old, with a modern and so to a ruined fortress of pink stone, darker, heavier, a brown bull of a man little gray-faced man lay unconscious, but {)) 


facade of window glass forlornly staring a temple mined by ancient floods and fallen swathed in white dhoti and tunic, with by no means dying, his head pillowed on 
lown over the garden. They pressed their half underground, or a village of mud _ lackluster eyes glowering beneath a skull- red velvet hassock that twinkled with a 














ices to the panes and looked within. All hovels where every green pool stank with cap of black velvet. He seemed not only a passementerie of bottle glass, garnets, tin- iy 
dark and lifeless, it contained a museum retting jute. Minotaur, but a Minotaur brought to bay. sel and seed pearls. Dan wondered as he , 
f trifles; for a splendid gilt throne at the “Now home for a bathe and a shandy- Facing him, and therefore presenting looked down upon that insignificant body fa 
far end was swamped among a school of gaff.” only a bent back to Dan, was the queerest and recalled the mighty voice that had pro- 
hideous Chippendale and Louis Quinze At noon they dozed on the veranda, hear- little figure ever seen. ceeded from it, the wrath of which it was 4 
trinkets, overhung by a forest of gaudy ing the ferryman and his passengers yell Hat lost, leathern pouch and strap gone, now a broken vessel. He looked up. Rest- | 
lamps, none lighted, all brass and tinseland obscene names at one another or watching a dripping paintbrush in one fist, winter ing both elbows on a brass and onyx gew- hi 
glass pendants. The long carpet, so far as far-off dots in the aching blue sky grow clothes all a mass of wet wrinkles and dirt, gaw table, the Maharaja sat lost, a graven o¥ 
visible, resembled an evil dream larger and sail overhead as vultures mys- Hury Seke, lone Brother of the Pentecost, image, a white-swaddled bull whose greedy | 
‘Palace!’ remarked Mr, Caltrop, turn-  teriously traveling to where some carrion enacted the great hour of his life. eyes beheld nothing. ry 
ing uway. “ Room of state!” had just died, miles away. At sunset, when “Be not amazed, O prince, that I am “What shall I do?” asked this ruler of iq 
“You must know him pretty well,” flying foxes began to tumble overhead, they here!” pro laimed Hury Sekein a voice not the palace. “I thought you Wilayati men \ 
: iid Dar walked once more over the same ground, of preaching but of thunder. “For ‘the cared for nothing but money, and games ! 
: I'm his financial agent. For my sins.” by the same river and jungle paths, or spider taketh hold with her hands, and is His words were like a sword.” ly 
Where is he, then?” fished the dead waters of the tank in the found in kings’ pal: sees : Dan shook his fist. thy 
Caltrop laughed palace compound He flung over his sho ulder to Dan a mo- “T'll tell you one thing you can,” he ‘| 
‘Where? For all 1 know he may be “Not much variety, is there?’’ asked mentary glance of recognition. His very exclaimed, before all the dumfounded ret- b 
behind that tree or in Tibet. Come, see a Caltrop. “You don’t care to visit what eyeballs flashed hot and wet. Bareheaded, inue. “Caltrop’s worked for you like a dog, Ky 
little more of the grounds.” lady globe-trotters call the fascinating, with the flame of sunstroke upon his top- but you needn't let him die like one. Hi A) 
As they returned past the great marble romantic bazaar, do you? Iecan’t stomach knot, Hury Seke had fulfilled his prophecy mother’s alive still, a very old lady in Eng- l 
and sandstone pavilion all the monkeys, it. Thesizht of those poor, death-in-life ele- and receiv red the gift of tongues. land, prayin’ to see him.” | 
indulating back and forth like black imps phantiasis monsters No, thank you! “*There is an evil which I have seen He stooped to his patient again. Pres- 
n the garden wall, set up a horrid chorus I’ve shot m: any a bitter word about them under the sun, and it is common among ently, from a corner of his eye, he saw the ih 
of scream into our frie nd , H. H. the M. Of course he men.’” ponderous thinker beginning to write in a H 
rhe nove had a curious effect on Mr does nothing.” The tremendous words of King James’ small green book, with such haste that the 4 
Caltrop. Forgetting his inertia, he darted Thus days passed into a week, and before Version came from his mouth as if they had onyx table quavered on its spindling leg Hye 
imong the columns, caught from the check the week became a fortnight Dan had no been his own. They were his own; for “Take that,” said the lord of Mayaganj. i 
cred pavement a piece of roller skate and choice but to remain. In the dark hoursa UHury Seke had forgotten everything ex- ‘“‘Wire to Calcutta for the best doc tors. ' 
hurled it upward at the yelling Hanuman feeble voice called him from sleep, across cept their meaning, and all his crazy frame Let the best doctors come.” i 
hadows the dining room, to where by the glimmer — shook while he outpoured that meaning, face Dan found himself holding a check, the I} 
: Be quiet, you brutes!” of a night lamp he found his friend Caltrop _ to face at last with a Monarch of Darkness. amount of which at another time would | 
: lhe monkeys fled, to coagulate far off in lying flat in bed, staring with large, feverish **A man,’”’ said Hury Seke, “‘to whom probably have made him blink. y 
dark groups that chattered along the wall. eyes through the white mist of his mos- God hath given riches, wealth, and honour, “God's afflicted will live,”’ declared a | 
‘You don’t know how irritating they can quito canopy. so that “y wanteth nothing for his soul of hook-nosed old retainer, bending his turban it : 
become!” declared Caltrop. ‘Nerves, I “Sorry!” The old gentleman spoke with all that he desireth, yet God giveth him not down over Hury Seke and listening. ‘The ' 
dare say. I'd lose my billet if the Maha- an effort, as though addressing the world power to eat thereof, but a stranger eateth prine iple of life goes very strong in him.” H 
t raja saw me doing that.” at large. “I can’t quite remember your it: this is vanity, and it is an evil disease. ‘His words were like a sword,” repeated 
A deep and mournful voice replied sud- name, but would you be so good - You “*If a man beget an hundred children, the dreaming bull. “I did not know. Why ‘ 
denly from close at hand don’t see anything of a goat with its throat and live many years, . . . and his soul be should he call himself Hari Sikh? He's an 
‘No, you would not,” it said. “I'm eut lying in that corner? not filled with good, . . . I say, that an English man. I did not know there were 
just, Calirop Sahib, in a way.” “No,” said Dan. “What is it, old untimely birth is better than he. such.’ 4 
The lean ib nglishman stood erect, remoy fellow?” “*For he cometh in with vanity, and de- Dan al! at once perceived what had f\ 
ing his heimet toward a clump of shrubbery “Hate to bother you,” went on the  parteth in darkness. . , taken place in this shadowy hall. He said . 
from which the voice appeared to issue strange monotonous voice. “That villain ***Moreover he hi ath not seen the sun, nothing, however. His friend had better i) 
“Is that you, sir?” he inquired coolly Narayan would cut its throat all over my norknownany thing: .. . take all the credit for Ecclesiastes, Tyndale, i 
“IT was notin Tibet, but behind the tree.” matting!’’ The dream vanished, the burn- “*Yea, though he live a thousand years Coverdale and the rest of them. uy 
A broad hite shape wavered near them ing eyes became less vacant. “I fancy I twice told, yet hath he seen no good: do “Let be,” thought Towers. “Let the A 
Despite the gloom that had closed with must be going to die. Don't mention it.” not all go to one place?’”’ hen set. It was his own Pentecost, this ' 
nightfall, and which lay dense under this His fancy almost proved a fact before Without a gesture the fanatic made that show to-day.” r 
j tunnel of matted banyan and tamarind morning. It was many days before Mr. place clear, inevitable, present. The sullen sv H 
f branches, Dan saw a pair of brilliant eyes Towers—with the help of a native herbal- brown lordling stepped backward, doubt- WEEK later Dan sat reading at the li 
regarding him. The face in which theseeyes ist, for there was not even a Dacca gradu- fully, as though a pit had yawned in the table in Caltrop’s wide plaited basket ti 
gleamed appeared mournful, broad and ate in town—saw his friend out of danger. gravel of his terrace. of a living room. Pape rs lay heaped before 
dark, with hanging jowl and pouting lips. Meantime he had dispatched many serv- ** Allthelabourofman isfor hismouth,’” him, for Dan was acting as financial agent \t 
It was like meeting the Minotaur in his ants with the same message to the palace, said Hury Seke, “‘and yet the appetite isin a sort of interregnum, until Caltrop’s ap- 
labyrinth; for the face, or what part could but each returned alone and brought no not filled. . . . Folly is set in great dig- pointed substitute should come. Outdoors, l 
be seen, wore the gravity of a bull—a sad answer. nity. . . . I have seen servants upon _ below the veranda, in a blinding square of : 
bull, with many cares and no playmates Rage mounted in Dan’s heart, and grew horses, and princes walking as servants green lawn, the griskut and the bheesty | 
Is this another jute wallah?” asked the all the stronger as his friend’s face emerged, upon the earth. crouched to their gardening and gossiping | 
oice. “You are welcome, but you need by creeping, doubtful degrees, from the “*Give not thy strength unto women, _ besidea border of arrowroot leaves. A myna ' 
not seek any industrial favors of me, sir. shadow of death. nor thy ways to that which destroyeth hopped behind them like a black familiar i* 
If you will enter the palace I shall have the “T’ll show him!" he cried on the morn-_ kings. . . . It is not for kings to drink _ spirit, cocked his bill and waited for worms. ow 
lamps lighted and a provision of drink ing when hope rose into certainty. “You wine, . . . lest they forget the law, and It was another hot and peace ful morning. | 
made for you.” stay and watch, Kabiraj, till I return.” pervert the judgment of any of the afflic ted. Mr. Towers had quit work, to read the \ 
The words, the tone of their utterance, He left the herbalist, a wild prophet of Give strong drink unto him that is re ady farewell letter written by Caltrop at Dia- 
carried a conviction that all was vanity. the woods, all ribs and matted hair, squat- to perish, and wine unto those that be ot mond Harbor. { 
No, thank you, sir,” said Dan. ting on the floor to sing a charm and cook heavy hearts.’” “The Hugli pilot wili post this for me,”’ taf 
} lhe eyes turned away and were lostunder more medicine that smoked on a brazier. Thedirty little brother, worn toashadow it ran. “I can’t tell you, Towers, how } 
hadowy branches. The white shape faded “T'll show that big marshmallow dub of even of his former misery, looked round heavenly it seems to be aboard ship going 
like a heavily moving, broad-backed ghost. a roller skater he declared, and set off again with an unearthly light in his eyes. home. Some day I trust your turn will i 
“Good evening, then,” returned the grimly for the palace. His voice, once hollow and sick, now rang come, and then you may understand. A | 
Maharaja's voice ge ontly. “T regret that my He let himself into the compound with _ like the trump of doom, filling all the gar- sea voyage, homeward bound, at my time 


monkeys annoyed you Caltrop’s key. Before opening the door he den so that the empty palace echoed. Concluded on Page 30 { 
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Because of its appetizing flavor and strength- 
ening effect on digestion, you get increased 
nourishment from other food. You have less 
of the “heavy” sensation so common after 
eating a hearty meal. 

It is in itself so nourishing and sustaining 
that you can cut out some of the heartier 


Get the full advantage of this invigorating Campbell “kind” 
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“| lead all the rest and | beat time with zes 
When Campbell's Can-tata we give by request.” 


A pleasing Overture 


The happy introduction to harmonious living. 

“A good soup means a good dinner,’ so the epicures 
declare. And everybody knows that it goes a long way 
toward making any meal a success. But it does much 
more than that. Good soup promotes good digestion. And 
this means better health, keener thinking, more effective 
work. In building up all-around vigor and vitality, there 
is no surer reliance than good soup eaten every day. 
You can hardly over-estimate the benefit gained from 


dishes with no impairment, but rather an in- 
crease, of energy and force. Prepared as a 
Cream of Tomato it is exceptionally rich and 
inviting. The United States Department of 
Agriculture in its Weekly News Letter de 
clares that such a soup yields half again as 
much energy as the same amount of milk. 


Order it from your grocer by 


the dozen or the case now—under the present favorable price-conditions—and so make sure 


of your regular supply. 


Chicken-Gumbo (Okra 
Clam Bouillon 
Bouillon Clam Chowder 
lery ( onsomme 
Chicken Julienne 


LOOK R HE RED AND IVETE 
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Mock Turtl Pepper Pot 
Mulliga Printanier 
Muttor | 
Ox Tail Lor Oks 
Pea Vegetabl 
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Concluded from Page 28) The peon, louting low, retreated through Oh Danny, my son, why live in a mudhole The little man groaned. He raise pair 
f life! Well, there is no use in writing. the veranda. Dan buckled once more to of money-making like you do? Now just of spidery black arms against the glare, in 
Or {ter many years in the mofussil one his accounts, for much remained to do. to please me, you go repent you right aa silly, pathetic gesture, imploring 
ilmost loses hope, and that is a deadly mis- But this morning, quiet and drowsy though straight away! Mind, the time’s getting “Now don’t you be a scoffer, Danny,” 
take. Never do so, my dear boy. . ‘ it seemed, held more than one interruption. powerful short.” he urged. ‘‘The root of it’s in you. D n't 
Dan put the letter aside, for it digre ssed Caltrop’s arrears were not half sorted, and He waited anxiously, a ridiculous and let yourself go sinking down to be a scribe 
to terms of affection for which he had no _ here again the doorway grew dark asa little earnest messenger, his black Noah’s Ark atthe money-table. . . . No, thank ye, I 
tire the black shape came walking in, lean as a_ robe fluttering in the draft. can’t stop and eat to-day. ... Now 3 ou 
Like to go myself,” he thought, and _ pillar, a Noah’s Ark man against the glare. “T’ll repent some day,” replied Dan. promise, so’s you can meet me in Jerusa- 
as he applied once more to the “‘Good morning, Danny,” it said. “They keep a man so busy I can’t even lem. "Twon’t be a mite of pleasure for me 
papers on the table. They were bills and It was Hury Seke, ora transformation of find time for sinning. Have a chair.” without you. And it’s so easy if you try 
ints, which he read carefully and laid Hury Seke, ina half-oriental dressing gown Hury sat down, but conformably to his to, Dan.” 
wo piles, right and left—a thick pile for of b lack tussah, and a white turban—which name could not fold his legs and have his Mr. Towers nodded. 
he lawyers and the law's delay, a thin pile made him look like something between a_ talk out. For a while he fidgeted there, “IT will try, dad.” 
for settlement at « , mad mullah and a Trappist monk, with a watching with incomprehensive gaze the He watched Hury Seke go down the 
That’s all right.” dash of Samarit: an high priest. labors of Daniel. green expanse of watered lawn and paus« 
He had grown deeply absorbed, when a “The king began Hury, for so he “What was it,” he began vaguely, “‘you to azk the grass cutter and the leatherr 
dow darkened the doorway, and called persisted in calling their landlord, “the said the king ought to do next?” bottled bheesty who lingered there wha 
ittention to a noble peon, who carried king wishes me to say, Danny, that you can “Waterworks,” Dan grunted without their doctrine was concerning eternity and 
the breast of his livery a brass plate and have a jetty and four acres of landfor your looking up. ‘Waterworks, O Mordecai, the soul. 
iden , tte Scotch friends, whoever they be that walk whom the king delighteth to honor. And Ignorant of tongues, the two gardeners 
From my master, sir,” said the peon, in the valley of the delusion o’ business. sewerage. And then a kunkurroad. Make replied politely with a reverence and a 
pee ring a sheaf of memoranda and checks. Does that make you happy, son?” him do it while you can, while you're sitting formula that Hury Seke was their father 
He made a visible effort, and began using Though pleased by the news, Dan for- on high in his palace.” and their mother. 

English like a man who is proud of it. got to say so. The grandeur of his friend Hury Seke rose, paced the room fretfully, “I never figured the New Jerusalem could 
These moneys for poor people, having overcame him. went out, came in again, and at the door- be half so much fun. When Hury get 
elephantes of the feet, causing swelling in “Happy yourself, dad?” he asked. way shook his turbaned head with an ex- there. . . . Wonder how he'll last at this 
the new and full moon.” “No,” said the lone Pentecostal Brother pression of grief. “‘But about this reper job? Longer than roller skates and pianos? 
Dan took his gift, made a note and laid firmly; “not so! There is no happiness in ance o’ yours, my boy,” said he. Maybe. He’s meek as Moses, but stubbor: 

t aside this world, boy. My digestion is not what Dan laughed impatiently. as a mule.” 
\ right, Dhirendra,” he replied. she ought to be; the heathen food is awful “Don’t mind that. I told you, old fel- Dan spread himself to the table, and 
Many thanks, old man. Elephantiasis fiery; and my heart’s heavy because you low, I’m too busy to sin. And that has to carried Caltrop’s totals forward. In spit 
Fund. Correct!” won't repent and forsake your darkness. come first.”’ of heat and flies he whistled over his task. 


: Y-OF-DOO 


FTE gentle art of angling has always ° ° disgust, I am the least little bit proud of my 
; icen'much praised by thoughtulmn §WeEere and Kish Stories _ ikem 
of the world for one reason or another “T have caught so very many trout at 
mostly selfish ones, methinks. But now times that a blank day has no terrors for 
ymes a lady writer, in publie print, pub- finish very soon that other wonderful game front of the place where the ball of the me. Indeed, the day I enjoyed most of all 
lishing her discovery that angling is the _ field round the foot of Mount McKinley,in thumb presses against the handle of the in my experience was absolutely blank 























greatest cure in the world forintemperance. spite of the new reserve there. rod. A few years ago, while using a light That was June 21, 1916. The trout were 
She cites that she married a perfectly good Already friends in Alaska write that the rod, I noticed I did not seem to strike not feeding, because there was practica 
husband, who took to drink, and thereafter white sheep—Dall’s sheep, a grand game quickly enough and missed a number of no hatch of fly. A few were bulgin; hat 
did little but drink, until by mere chance animal—is growing much scarcer. They rises. That evening I put the rod together, is, feeding on the submerged fly as it rise 
someone took him fishing. He got the fly- say it is because of the general practice the with the reel up and the line rove through toward the surface, and hunting in the 
fishing habit so strongly implanted in his inhabitants he ive of killing it for dog food. the guides. I added a little soft-lead wire weeds for small snails, and so on, 
ystem that there was no room for any And yet but lately we thought Alas ka was tothe butt of the rod until I got the correct “These trout could easily bee 
other germ. He ceased todrink,andisnow a long way off and needed civilizin g! It balance, which was lacking before. Then I caught with a sunken fly fishe pstre: 
a kind and indulgent parent of most ex- would seem that Americanism is pretty took off the line and wrapped the lead with some fly supposed to represent the 
emplary habits. This is not to be consid- generally in sway there right now. wire—it came to about three-quarters of unhatched insect. The owners o of the water, 
ered as Nature faking; but certainly it is We are indeed a strange and wonderful an ounce—round the barrel of the reel and however, did not approve of wet fly-fishing; 
a good offset to the general impression re- people when it comes to the administration put the line back. During the rest of my  soI did not cast very often. I did hook one 
- garding anglers and the flowing bowl. of our own natural wealth. Do you, for fishing I had a much better percentage of fish, which | found rising fairly; but he 
instance, know that most of the big game rises hooked. off after a short fight A fin t igh 
Do you know that th last wild pigeon in we have left in the United States is packed “If the center of gravity is toofar from a blank one as to the basket.” 
the world—thatistosay,thelastoneinthe round a few of the National Parks, Monu-_ the end the rod seems top-heavy. On the 
Cincinnati Zoélogical Gardens—-died some ments and Forests? As toits preservation, other hand, if it is too near the hand the rod Do you know that the seductive mint 
ag years ago? There will be no more wild everything seems to be carefully arranged becomes too lively—the slightest motion plant, sacred in the annals of the juleps of 
pigeon Pondering on this fact, a Michi- so that the game cannot possibly be pre- makes the tip move too much. our country, may be found in great lux 
‘ gan sportsman writes a reminiscent letter served. “T always use a soaked leader, because, ance as far north as the head of the Snake 
that is worth remembering by all good There are only two Federal Game Ref-_ in using eyed flies, if the gut is not soft it River, in the Rocky Mountains? This is 
American uges in all our National Forests. There will break when the knot is tied—though not Nature faking, either; but one should 
“Our new hotel was opened last night are State Game Refuges on National For- I was very young when I was first shown add that the plant is not indigenous to those 
here in Saginaw. [happen to havea billof ests in six different states—get that clearly the trick of straightening gut with a piece — high altitudes. 
fare of the old hotel of the same name, in mind if you can; and in these refuges of rubber. When I fish streams where the As a matter of fact, the mint of that 
hich give a banquet in the year 1859. state laws prevail as to the game, though trout are small, and so use two or three region originated in New Orleans. Certa 
There were boiled pike and baked white- the National Government controls the tim- flies, I make up my cast the night before. specimens of the plant in its greatest luxuri- 
: fish, among other things. In the roasts, in ber and the grazing. When the flies are tied on I take the soft ance and excellence were taken by a worthy 
addition (o beef, pork and lamb, there were This means that the United States takes wet ede ‘r, and put a pin on the wall at ger tle man of New Orleans to his son-in-law 
bear, pigeon, venison, and several species in sheep on the Forest Reserves and that each end, and stretch the gut out straight; in Chicago, the ~* son-in-law chancing to 
f wild duc Among the entrées | note’ the sheep kill out all the game. It also and so leave it all night. In the morning it be the Honorable Carter H. Harrison 
fricasseed pigeon in p&tés, roast pigeon, means that the officials at Washington are will be perfectly straight. I wrap it loosely a mayor of Chicago, himself of Southern 
venison ste so on, left in a perfect position for passing the round my hatband until I start fishing. descent and reputed to be a judge of mint. 
“Wha ce time has made! Our buck and explaining why they dothusorso. This is better than leaving it coiled in a Mr. Harrison, in the course of some of |} 
menu of | for the new hotel com- In the sixteen National Parks the United small circle in a leader box. fishing trips in the wilds of the Rock 
mence iette of Sweetbreads States retains the right to protect the wild “Where I do most of my fishing one fly carried along with him—for purely scier 
Maréc! se you know what that game in only seven! Do you know that? is the rule, because the fish are fairly big; _ tifie purposes—some stalks of the priceless 
meat ind uught to be printed Of the thirty-four National Monuments, and if one used two or more flies and hap- plant. The soil of Idaho was found most 





nimal a Paupiette is. Fol- twenty-one are run by the National Park pened to hook a four or five pound trout on congenial. It seems asad thing to add that 





lowing vas roast Philadelphia squab Service, eleven by the Forestry Service, one fly, and a smaller one on the other, the since that event Idaho has gone bone . 
wid he ito—and that was the whole and two by the War Department. Itistoo chances are you would land the smaller so the mint, in a manner of speaking, may 
of it ree dollars. Of course there bad the Navy Department hasn’t any! one, but not the big one. Practically allmy be called more ornamental than useful in 
were alad, a little cake, crackers, trout of late years have been caught on its far-northern environment. 
cheese and coffee Do you know that your success in fly- leaders whose fine end is only 0.007—that 

‘Instead of the pa ssenger pige on, Which fishing for trout depends largely on your is, XXX drawn gut. On such a leader one Do you know that Pennsylvania has 


literally filled the we aie here in 1859, we knowledge of the fine points of angling big trout ata time is enough. Our big fish abolished its crow law? For a time the 
have gone to Phil ads Iphia for squab; and equipment? Forinstance, thereisthemat- are gut-shy, as they are hammered very _ state offered a bounty of fifty cents for each 


instead of hear and venison and wild duck, ter of the balance of the rod. Some light thoroughly by bait fishers; sol find I have crow killed. The state paid out about a 

which the fy y Nowe brought in, in the days rods are very stiff and feel top-heavy—rods __ to use these very fine leaders to get them to hundred thousand dollars in bounties be- 

of 1859, we have fallen back on Paupiette made for tournament purposes, of fine ma- __rise to a fly. fore it repealed the law. It was discovered 

nd his sweetbreads. So the world wags terial. Such rods are quick to strike, though “TI never use larger than Number Ten  thatrats, mice and other pests had increased 

: along!” difficult to fish with ali day. The right rod hooks, oe with my grasshopper fly. If alarmingly; and the generally approved 


is one that is comfortable and yet quick. I it were merely a question of getting trout, estimate was that this bounty law had cost 
Do you know that the Kenai Peninsula, have not seen a better statement of this I could go a. n to the lower end of our the farmers over two million dollars, as well 
in Ala ka, perhaps once the most wonder- question of balance of rod and line than meadows, in the lakes, and troll a spoon, as costing the state over a hundred thou- 
ful big-game country in the world, and that given in a personal letter received and get many more trout than one possibly sand. Illinois had a crow-bounty law at 
home of the biggest moose the world ever recently from an experienced angler in Cali- could witha fly. But when I go trout fish- one time, and was glad to take it off the 
raised, is going to be crossed by the new fornia, who says: ing I want sport first; and if by persever- books—enterprising gentlemen of other 
Alaska Railroad our Government is build- “T have found that the center of gravity ance and a small amount of skill I can get states were shipping in crows in car ~~. 
ag to Fairbanks? This will not only finish for comfort in fishing and rapidity in strik- a decent-sized trout to take a fly, when the They found that the crow had its place in 
the Kenai country, but it will operi up and ing should be about three to six inches in bait fishermen have given up the game in the plans of Nature. 
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A Woman’s Reflection After Wearing Nedlin Soles 


E do not believe the case for Nedlin 
Soles could be better stated than in 
this unsolicited letter from a woman wearer 
of Nedlin. 


it. And we earnestly invite you to read it: 


So we make no comment upon 


173 Gleane St., Elmhurst, L. I. 
May 31, 1917 


**I am a business woman. I like to be 
well shod. Being a large woman and 
much on my feet, I find my shoe bill a 
heavy one indeed, for good looking shoes 
are expensive and last such a short time. 


**] needed a pair of shoes in September 
and I resolved to give Neélin a trial. I 
bought a good looking pair of laced shoes 
with your soles for $5.00. I am wearing 
them yet and I am amazed for they show 
no signs of wear so far. The longest wear 





of a pair of shoes for me has been three 
months. 


**It is witha feeling of loyalty to Neélin 
that 1 write to let you know that it has 
proved your claims of saving, comfort, 
style and endurance as far as 1 am con- 
cerned. I shall always wear Nedlin Soles.” 


(Signed) ELLA CONNOLLY JOHNSON 


EC ILIN S les are of a new wear-mate- 
rial, chemically constructed. Every 
atom is structured and compressed 
create new records of wear-resistance. So, 
cumulatively, a new, terrific wear-power is 
And so Nedlin Soles are creat 


ing new wear-records ; because of their pre 


achieved. 
dominant flexibility ; because they are ab 
solutely waterproof; and because they are 


tread-sure on slippery sidewalks. 


Remember that Nedlin is not rubber. It 
It will 
stitches It 


does not draw and stretch like rubber soles. 


Be ware of soles that look like Nedlin 
Look for the stamp—Nedilin 
beneath the sole 


lighter and more comfortable. 


not crack or tear low se at the 


and are not. 

That is your long 

service insurance That will protect you 

against qui kly dete norating soles. 

N! OLIN Soles are for husband and wife 
youngsters. [They are for all seasons ar 


Un new shoes or as re ol 
Vark that mark; st 


on your memory Tex | n 


’ 
weather wear 


In blac k, white, tan 


the trade symbol for a never 


J 
changing quality product of 


The Good year Tire & Rubber Compan, 


Akron, ‘ 


Neolin 


Better than Leather 
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THE SOUL OF THE ASSAULT 


(Continued from Page 20) 
fence of sandbags that constituted a second- 
ary line of defense, which roughly paralleled 
entire system of trenches stretching 


orever closed in on us like a 
ly multiplied our foes. 





deeper than the 
It concerned the honor 
if permitted to run un- 


Gap and made the 
usual heartbreaking dash down the re 
through the precautionary fire the ( 
poured in on the area with me thodical per- 
sisten nce e during all the hours of darkness. 
down for a moment’s breathing 


ger the morale not only of a regiment 
The place had become 

so foul an ulcer that it was 
r away the foundations upon ) 
uur usefulness as a fighting unit de- Ross pleaded hard to go along 
He instructed Ross to 
return to Snipers’ Cellar and there await 
his return and that of the other snipers, 
as yet scattered about at their 
task of preparing their sniping posts for the 


which ended that. 
pare not at the spurt of 





“ T don’ t come bac “k by two o'clock 


velo ping us there was ss poured i in 
y night so destructive 
ese three > heats that life in the 


don't risk yourself or any of the 
othe or boys by looking for me. 


The coun was ‘passed along the mud: 
“Reconnoitering party out in front. 
i Pass it on to the next man.” 
The two officers slid cautiously through a 
gap in the parapet and merged into noth- 
Ross listened atten- 


Donald Ross was corporal of the Snipers, 


x 


pulled their weight.” 
on desperate trips ingness in the mist. 
i tively for a few minutes to ¢ ate h the sound 
of any 1 wneorcongty 
indicate disaster. 
well, he floundered a the hill, ‘eatenh the 
hedge, and so on over to Snipers’ Cellar. 
There he dropped on his hands and knees 
and made a rabbitlike dive that slid him 
down a mass of shell-broken rubble to the 
unreceptive flagstones of the cellar. 





The little man brooded 
awaiting the day when 
he should go over the top with the boys. 


, which intoxicates 


Ruggles at the Front 


,, he began to feel blindly 
rubbed his freshly 
skinned hands against every jagged bully 
wasted ammunition of three 
nations, and all the other varied rubbish of 
before his fingers closed 
» rough burlap of 


ts of high-explosive fire 
rooned softly to him- a careless soldiery, 
on what he sought 
some split sandbags. 
accommodating German star shell lit up 
the warrenlike entrance before he carefully 
hung the curtain up in such manner that 
at each joint it overlapped. 
a muddy candle end from his haversack oe 
held it so that a few hot globules dropped 


teen his Highland blood to be off, 
I crying for its own. 
word leaked out that 
night did he cease 
laugh like his old self, and 


this was to be the 





constituted the chief ornament of the cellar. 
nd of the candle into the hot 
mass and held it for a moment while the 


embittered all living 
n thus iasm of pre p- 


she had so heme aa 
Exaltation shone glanced overhead 
tastic bundles of drying lentils, 
one side the well-picked ribs of a horse the 
former German occupants had left, 
up a larger hump of the rotted straw con- 


and tumbling ruin of the 
on the Y pres road, 


1, with a deep sigh of content, 
settled himself back luxuriously on his ill- 
smelling pillow for perusal of such portions 
of Ruggles of Red Gap as the travels of the 
ai come screaming » dows the roa i. 

Ticklish Business ‘“ompany, P rinee ss Pi atricia’s 
Canadian Light Infantry, 
T gan to w mn in by 


and hid the candle in the hollow « 
well under his opened tunic. 


flown the wet steps in the 


without glancing up from Ruggles’ 





without lifting his eyes. 





» grousing attendant 
upon the giving up of snug sniping posi- 
i perhaps been rendered 
\t must you go beyond was broken only by the rustle of paper 
last letters were written and the loud suck 
of pull-throug ghs as they 
each man was busy 
with his own though ts 

Green and Dave Logan were the last to 
come and the loudest in their criticism of a 
that thus rudely tore them from 
2 portal beautiful chimney they had so 


end -his troubles in the 


let them scupper you.” 
g Ross with them, they proceeded 
1 to the Breastworks, a 






luckily found, and which, by the removal 
of a brick, had given them so hawklike a 
view of the unsuspecting Germans beneath. 
Their work could not now have the breath 
of life—or death. Theirs was the indigna- 
tion of the true artist. It swept over them 
in a flood of vituperative condemnation 
that, with true soldier impartiality, em- 
braced everyone within their ken, from 
Field Marshal! Lord French to that quarter- 
master sergeant of Headquarters Company 
who had done them again on that night’s 
ration of rum. Of the two, the sergeant 
received much the soundest verbal trounc- 
ing. Lord French was merely sending them 
to their death. 

Then they, too, proceeded to make ready. 
They discarded their cumbersome kits, even 
the small haversack at the side; retaining 
only the water bottle and intrenching 
tool, which hung from the web straps of 
their light marching order. They stuffed 
the three-deep row of pouches on the breast 
full of ammunition, three clips of five 
cartridges in each pouch, so that the straps 
bit sharply into their shoulders with the 
accumulated weight of two hundred and 
forty of them. Then, for good measure, 
they threw an extra bandoleer over each 
shoulder, and as a finishing touch carefully 
cleaned their tunic pockets and placed in 
them loose cartridges without the clip. And 
when everything else had been done each 
man of his own hard knowledge ran the 
pull-through once more through his rifle, 
wiped the bolt, and tested it again before 
packing the magazine with its load of two 
full clips. 

It was long past two o’clock and still 
there was no sign of their officer. Logan 
and Green sat aloof in the darkness of the 


farther corner. They were mates, which 
meant that, though they might rarely 
abuse each other, they would permit no one 


else todo so. ““My mate!” It meant that 
they cooked and fought together, the two 
essentials of existence here. It meant that 
separated they were a doubtful quantity, 
but that together they presented such a 
front as to shame all saga history; m- 
plete, on theone side, was theself-abnegation 
of their fiercely maternal solicitude for each 
other, and so fierce, on the other, the gran- 
itelike quality of their seasoned courage. 


so CC 


In White Horse Cellar 


The Gaelic Logan brooded. “I’m going 
to get mine to-night. Here!"’ he said, 
touching the region of his heart and laugh- 
ing softly to himself. Green stared, curi- 
ously embarrassed by such a display from 
so taciturn a man. “I feel it in my bones, 
matey.”’ And throughout the remainder of 
the watch he harked back to it. He re- 
peated half to himself, from The Rubai- 
yat of a Man at Arms, those lines of the 
Pats’ own soldier poet, the young Sergeant 
Brown: 


The flash of bayonet; the 
knife 

The maelstrom of this never-endi ng strife; 

The crowding fling fiewd ; 

The groans and screams of mutilated life. 


In White Horse Cellar the commanding 
officer was anxiously inquiring of the sen- 
try, who hugged the wall upstairs, for news 
of his two officers. There was none. He 
looked serious. He had just returned from 
one of his periodical tours of the battalion 
frontage. As he slipped down the wet stairs 
he heard the tired signalers expostulating 
with the unseen owners of interrupting 
voices, who sought to monopolize the over- 


blood- -drip pe d 


souls a-hu from the 


worked wire. They voiced their conplaint 
in words politic and suave, or violently the 
reverse, according to the surmisable rank 
of the other. Sometimes, by simulating a 
pardonable ignorance of his rank, they got 
their own back for some remembered 


wrong by indulging in all the raw satire of 
a drill sergeant, until an indignant officer’s 
voice called a halt while the grinning 
signaler apologized in profuse lies for the 
success of his well-planned error. 

Guides and orderlies passed in and out, 
each with the same old story, in some new 
form, of this trench hit with a trench mor- 
tar; that one- flooded; a working party 
fired on—and so on ad infinitum. The com- 
manding officer sat on a biscuit tin, his 
head bowed on the one table the place 
boasted, unconscious of the water that 
lapped his ankles, the tired va of his 
figure etched in the glow of the brazier, 





September 22, /9/7 


over which his servant Jarvis busied him 
self at the perennial tea-making 


“Sergeant Stewart, you might see if you 
can raise Twenty-three A, and ask them to 
send someone over to Twenty-one to see if 
anyone has re turned. P 

“Very good, sir. 

There followed a brief interval of waiting 
and more wordy argument while the tired 
sergeant explained in sarcastic detail that 
he did not want to gossip with a friend, but 
did have an important message to get 
through. A longer wait and then the insist- 
ent clack of the instrument and the ser- 
geant’s voice: 

“Nothing to report from 
sir.” 

‘Thank you, Sergeant Stewart.” 

The commanding officer pondered 
they been killed or merely captured? 
in either case had they, however innocently, 
disclosed the plans for the night? <A 
wounded man might so rave, unconscious 
of his listeners. It had been known. There 
was that case of poor Sir Mortimer. ‘To 
be or not to be?’”’ So must have run his 
thoughts. He sighed. 

He scribbled a brief note and called to 
his orderly: ‘Take this to Mr. Crabbe, the 
O. C. Number Two Company in the sup- 
ports. Quickly, please!” 


'wenty-one, 


Had 
And 


Challenged and Passed 
Another pinwheel salute: “Yes, sir.” 
And thé orderly could be heard cursing 
his way up the dark stairs. His way led 
off across the fields to the Voormezeele 
road, where, beside the ruins of Bus House, 
a Tottenham-Court-Road bus sprawled 
ridiculously on its back, with its heels 
the air, pawing like the dead horse beside 
it. He turned at this landmark, and his feet 
finding the firmer footing of the road broke 
into the longer swinging walk of a moun- 
taineer. 

He came to grief a moment later in the 
wreckage of a baby’s carriage that lay 
across the cobbled road, and so tripped him 
headforemost into a newly made shell hole 
that his previous knowledge of the tra 
had not included. From out the already 
half-filled water hole there broke across the 
steady whine of expiring ricochets such un- 
edited invective as only the western half 
of North America produces. 

In the swamp on the outskirts of Voor- 
mezeele there came the rapid fire of: 

“Halt! Who goes there a 

And as quickly in the sawlike nasal ca 
an overeager answer: 

*Frand!” 

i Advance, one, and be recognized!” 

The orderly did so, 

“Who are you?” 

io? oy 

The proper regimental name was too big 
a mouthful on so dark a night in front of so 
nervous a sentry. It simply was not done. 
The sentry scrutinized him: 

‘Pass, friend, and all's well 

These more formal amenities of the 
trench etiquette having been disposed of, 
the sentry dropped his rifle to “At 

“Ww hatch: . want? . 

‘The O. C.’ 

‘Sleep in 's dugout. What’s up?” 

The orderly chanted over his 
the words of a popular regimental air 

*To-night the-ere will be — dirty 

“9 “W here?”’ 

‘At the crossroads, you rummy; just as 
the Song Says. : 

t Twenty-one?” 

The orderly nodded. 

‘The hell you say!” 
iously: “ Are we for it?” 

“Just up to the That’ allt” At 
which the sentry fell silent and gazed pro 
foundly into the night general 
tion of the now retreating orderly, from 
whom the cautious hum of the last word 
of the Toreador swelled up in all the perfect 
crescendo of a flouted passion: 


while I went 
nuts and a program, 
The dirty dog stole her away 
And if I catch the bleeder, the blighter, 

the bounde v 

He shall die; diddle-de-dee, diddle-de-dee. 
And if I catch Antonio Spagonio, 
He shall die! 
He shall die! 
He shall die!” 
(Continued on Page 34) 
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First Aid to the 


Injured Tire 


HIS Goodyear out- 
side protec tion patch, 
a part of our standard 


Tire-Saver Kit, is pri- 
marily an emergency re- 
pair designed to get you 
home. 

It affords the blown-out 
casing complete protec- 
tion from dirt and mois- 
ture, and preserves it in 
condition for permanent 
vulcanization upon your 
arrival at a garage. 

It is but one of the sev- 
eral articles making up 
the Tire-Saver Kit which, 
if used in time, will keep 
the little troubles from 
growing big. 

Having a Kit along 
means not only conh- 
dence in traveling, but a 
reduction in tire expense 
as weil, 

Everything you will ever 
need for the economical 
upkeep of tires is con- 
tained in the Kit—tire 
putty, self-cure tube 
patches, inside and out- 
side protection patches, 
cement, talc, friction tape, 
valve parts, pressure 
gauge and so on. 

Its price — $4.50, $4.75, and 
$5, according to size—is tri- 


of the satis- 
faction it brings 


fing in view 


The Goodyear 


rire & Rubber Company 


Akron, Ohio 





( car Tires Heavy Tourist 
lub ind “* lire Saver’’ Accessories 
s get from Goodyear 

¢ Station Dealers everywhere. 


GOOD YEAR 


& Rubt ‘ 


| well s’y so? 


Continued from Page 32) 

There came the smashing finale, in which 
the sentry unconsciously joined,.so truly 
did it follow the tenor of his thought: 


“To-night There will be 
Dirty work! 
Dirty work!” 


And the sentry added succinctly and 
philosophically, with all the fatalism of his 
kind: 

“Well, if we’re for it, we’re for it.” 

A drowsy officer’s servant came to the 
hole that served as a door and pushed aside 
the sacking. 

“Mr. Crabbe’s dugout?” 

The servant cautioned silence, and in 
that peculiar abuse of the first person 
plural known only to his breed, the creature 
re plied: 

We’ re ‘aving a doss in there, myte. I 
fink ’e’s bloomin’ weil fed up wiv blokes 
a-knockin’ ’im up all hours w’en 'e’s tryin’ 
to get ‘is bleedin’ kip. Why, Gawd love a 
p'liceman, we oa 

The orderly passed him the note. 

“Well, if he isn’t fed up this'll give him a 
six-course dinner to chew on. Slip it along 
to your officer pronto, old-timer. It’s from 


| the C. O.” 


“Oh! Blimey! Why didn’t you bleedin’ 
Let’s ’ave it, matey.” 

The O. C. Number Two stood revealed, 
knocking the mud and straw from his hair. 
The casualties of all superiors had placed 
him, a subaltern, in charge of a company 
that had fallen to barely fifty men from its 
original strength of two hundred and fifty. 

“My compliments to the commanding 
officer, orderly, and tell him I'll be at the 
rendezvous with my company at a quarter 
to four.” 

“Very good, sir.” 

“Well, strike me pink! 

The curtain fell into place behind the 
servant. 

At White Horse Cellar the commanding 
officer made a brave attempt to cover his 
anxiety. He and the adjutant stared at 
each other, saying nothing. The latter had 
just returned from a tour of the trenches. 
The efficiency, of which he made a god, 
demanded that. He out-Prussianed the 
Prussians in executive thoroughness, and, 
withal, was so hard on none as on himself. 
They heard a challenge upstairs, and both 
rose to their feet as the pale face of the 
second in command loomed in the doorway. 

“Yes?” And both looked eagerly at him. 


” 


Pontius Pilate’s Bodyguards 


The two reconnoitering officers had 
crawled a short distance together and then 
had gone their separate ways to make what 
observations they might. At the boundary 
line of the road, and following previous 
instruction, the one had crawled along the 
edge of German territory, listening. At 
the end he had penetrated some yards be- 
hind the sap and so obtained a fair idea of 
the supporting strength. Returning at the 
appointed time he had waited long for his 
companion, and at last chanced detection 
by a reconnaissance of the latter’s territory 
in hopes of at least discovering his body, but 
without avail. 

And that was all until two months later, 
when we learned that the O of the 
Snipers was a prisoner in Germany. 

An alarmed challenge, muffled voices, 
the shuffle of feet, and finally the scrape of 
grounding arms, gave warning that Num- 
ber Two was waiting. The three officers 
joined them. All voices were lowered. The 
Mound was within a stone’s throw. 

“Where are the Brigade Bombers?” 

A heavily laden figure stepped out of the 
muss of men W ho lined the broken wall. 

‘Here, sir. 

The commanding officer peered at him 
in the half light of a star shell that came 
from where the Mound towered up the 
street: 

“What lot are you? 

2) Royal Scots, sir.” 

“Three of you?” 

‘Three, sir.”’ 

“Did you come direct from headquar- 
ters?” 

ae 

“Fall in behind me with your men until 
we reach Shelley Farm, where the corporal 
of the Snipers will take you over. No talk- 
ing now. Forward!” 

The men shuffled clumsily down the road 
in that peculiar cross between a slide and a 
fall peculiar to the heavily laden trench 
man who traveled the slippery and globular 
cobbles of the Belgian roads. 
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“You'll wish you was back in Jerusalem 
before this show’s over!” 

The lead man of Number Two snickered 
nervously to the last of the three bombers. 
A small wave of mirth washed back down 
the line. 

“Silence! Whi at do you mean? 

The answer was a silence that was broken 
only by the dull clatter of the hobnailed 
boots. The reference was to that prideful 
boast of the Royal Scots that they were the 
oldest regiment in the British Army; Pon- 
tius Pilate’s Bodyguards, and always on the 
right of the line. 

Someone said something about the — 
The commanding officer shook his head 
That would mean risking more than the 
lives of men—their honor. The colors lay 
in their oilskin case in White Horse. Ours 
was the only regiment in the British Army 
that was allowed this risky privilege. 

At the brushwood hut we left the Ypres 
road and struck off through the muddy 
channel of a trail that the patient feet of 
many heavily burdened fatigue parties had 
worn deep into the field. To leave it was to 
get lost in the mist, or perhaps to come to 
in No Man’s Land. 


An Honor for Corporal Ross 


The waste fire of bullets that had missed 
our parapets whined unceasingly overhead 
or struck in the mud at our feet. They came 


from three sides here. They had—at this, 
the heart of the small salient—lost their 
force; so they tumbled crazily, making 


almost the angry whine of small shells and, 
strikingsidewise, terribly destructive. There 
was asoft plup anda man sat down clumsily, 
holding his arm and laughing crazily. 

“‘Get up outa that!”’ And the sergeant 
touched him with his boot. The trail was 
choked with the waiting men. “Jump to 
ey 


The man continued to laugh. 

“Hell! Bertha’s got him; he’s stopped 
one, sergeant. Here, somebody; give me 
a hand. Up you come, matey!” 

“T’m allright, boys. I got my Blighty!” 

He caught up the last peal of that strange 
laughter and faded back into the mist, 
laughing his way out of Twenty-one; out of 
all this rain, this continual carrying of heavy 
burdens; this strain that was beyond all 
human endurance and stretched the nerves 
like a harp wire, so that they quivered, 
snapped and sang; laughing his way to 
England and rest—rest—rest! 

The Snipers were waiting under the 
blasted tree at ‘She lley Farm, close by 
the blood-stained steps that led down into 
the heart of that churned-up ruin. Number 
Two was quiet—especially the French- 
Canadian draft. They had just come up 
the night before and were new to this. 
They were in the fatigue party, twenty-five 
in number, and armed with shovels, with 
which to destroy the parapet and other 
vulnerable portions of the sap when cap- 
tured. 

The lack of adequate artillery support 
and the necessity of a surprise attack com- 
bined with the lay of the trench so as to 
make it inadvisable to attempt a con- 
solidation or retention of the line. We were 
to drop like a thunderbolt on them out of 
the night, do all possible damage, kill and 
capture as many of the enemy as possible 
and, by the grace of God, return. 

A delay in the arrival of Number Two at 
White Horse made us late here. And it 
upset the three senior officers, however 
much they might try to hide that fact. It 
communicated itself to the men—so there 
wasa certain grim tensenessthat wasmarked 
by lack of movement or even guarded 
words. One, bolder than the rest, en- 
deavored to become jocular poe began to 
hum We'll wind up the Watch on the 
Rhine! The dry ql uality of his voice con- 
tradicted the words, and the st olid manner 
in which his comrades received his overture 
effectually 
the time. 

“Pass the word for Corporal Ross!” 

A subdued murmur to that effect ran 
through the huddled group of men. 

“Here, sir!’’ And he shouldered his way 
through and leaned upon his rifle. 

The paying of compliments is forbidden 
all r: ot on the actual firing line. 

“Corporal Ross, since you know the 
ground so thoroughly, you will have the 
honor of leading this affair to-night.” 

His impassive face gave no sign; but the 
little man quivered like an eager horse be- 
fore the start: 

“Te, or. 


Continued on Page 37) 


squelched all further efforts for 
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Millions of people prefer 
Pears’— 

Because it is so exquisitely 
pure—so thoroughly cleans- 
ing; so refreshing. 

Every cake of Pears’ isaged 
for a whole year before it 
comes to you. . 

This drives out all free 
moisture (that is why Pears’ 
is 80 economical); it gives 
Pears’ its delightfully clean, 
refreshing fragrance; makes 
it a matured, perfect soap 

Pears’ is the best toilet soap 
value on the market 

At your dealer’s, 15¢ a cake 

for the unscented; $1.65 fora 

box of a dozen. Pears’ Glyc- 

erine soap (scented) is 2Uc a 

cake ; $2.25 a box of a dozen. 

A. & F. PEARS, Ltd. 


WALTER JANVIER 
United States Agent 
417 Canal Street New York 











AR 8 


en 


Se ee 







































































9 — 


a 


—_ 


—— 


- 


- 
ull asia SS 


—— ae 


— 
= 


eee 





S am 
OO ee 


Sw ee 


= 





—<_— 


ee 





THE SATURDAY EVENING POST 


























The All-American Baking Powder 


Ryzon, The Perfect Baking Powder, is creasing the cost to consumer 
strictly an American pure-food product. 


‘Two yeal vo ON Was Introduces 

Kverv one of the ingredients used in to the public at 35 cents a pound. 
making Ryzon is of American as ats Unusual conditions have since forced up 

It is sold by leading American grocers. the prices of almost all other foods and food 

It is produced by a typically American products. 
scientific organization But RYZON és 5 otrites , 

An organization having resources so the usual channels, with the normal pr 
great that it is able to manufacture Ryzon all concerned, and tts price ts still 39 cents 
economically in the face of the present high pound. 
cost of materials and labor. You mav obtain Ryzo» 


An organization which Phe Perfect Baking Powder, 
is able to solve the prov a4 YZ O N and the famous Ryzo? 
lems involved by these in- Baking Book, from your 
creased costs without in- THE PERFECT BAKING POWDER vrocer, 


Some of the American Institutions Using RYZON: 


[ States Milit \ B New Y 

\ | ( N Y 
I States Nav \ my, A H kK r } ) 
{ Seas \y , Quartert . | r H \ 

D New Y \ 
Waldorf-Ast . New } | 
Hotel McAlpin, New York \ } } . HH | 
Many other typical American institutions and hundreds of thousa t Amer 

quick to adopt “The Perfect Baking Ps os 
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We 


The silent, powerful, four-cylinder 
motor serves Allen owners supremely 
well. 


The Allen is especially appreciated 
because of its riding ease and un 
labored performance, and because of 
the nice balance and precision of 
every operating part. 

Economy of operation is due to light 
weight, excellence of design, and scien- 
tific accuracy of manufacture. 

Write for Allen literature or ask at 
any Allen salesroom. 


TO DEALERS— 


New dealers of high repute are 
now being appointed in territory 


not previously allotted. 


THE ALLE 


Five-passenger Touring 
Four-passenger Roadster 
Five-passenger Sedan 


herever it 1s known- 


itis well known 


The financial and moral rating of The Allen Motor Company 
is very high. ° 

We mention the fact because it has a direct bearing on the 
character of the car. 


The Allen brothers are, above all else, close manufacturers 
and careful business men. 


And they are manufacturers in the strict sense of the word— 
not assemblers—a fact having unusual significance under 
present war conditions. 


The growth of their business has been the growth of excel- 
lence. 


The Allen has made haste slowly——feeding and flourishing on 
the approval of owners. 


Wherever it is known, it is well known. 


You will hear more about the Allen this year than in the past 
five. 


And what you hear will make you want to own the car. 
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(Continued from Page 34 
“Gather round here, y« 
you can hear me. Your objective will be 
the Ge front of Twenty ; 

The commanding officer ther 
the lay of the ground as indicated by his 
maps and the reconnaissance 

“The Snipers will lead and will be fol 
lowed by the mair ing troops under 
office whe vill, in turn, be 
followed by the shovelers, under 
geant. Their job will be to do all possible 
damage to the German trench by pushing 


in the 1 otherwise destroying 


men, so that 
} 
rman sap it one 


described 


assauit 





tw 
two 


these 


their ser 





parapet 


We shall leave here i single file by way 
of the Gap for Twenty-one Before the 


Snipers go through the wire they must 








make sure that the ent party is up and 
prepared to support them. Not a word is 
to be spoken after k ing here Handk 
your arms with the greatest ca Corporal 
Ross, when you are convinced that all is 
ready pass it on to the bom) \ will be 
beside you. They e and thre 
together. Then give it to them!” 
Corporal Ross had ut ly draw: 
himself erect under the impulse of the 
word 
The commanding officer turned to the 
1iting men 
‘Fix swords, men!”’ And adde 0 
t quietly.” 
here followed the f heavil 
clothed men straining at places difficult to 
reach In their equipment, the scrape of the 
ndrawing bayonet nd the cautiou 
click of their striking hor And, a ual, 
everyone cleared his throat. Tommy al 
i foes that o1 n which 
t r three of hi t gatnered to 
gethe as all barr room entertaine! 
1 te l 
Sergeant Conr llman Twer 
one itl uur two! ! gul On 1 
account fire at anytl y except under di 
rect order. or unless Ss are threat 
ened s you n ht t wn 
You had nh « once 
yur pul 1 en eld of fire 
“Ver rood, sir And the g crews 
raggied iway 
rhe interest roused by the commanding 
officer yords had pe ! 
‘ ile Uner nt t n 
J he ‘ el en t 
j ng po , 


A nervous titter rat 
mmanding ofthcers teet! 
gether savagely 

“Be quiet, you men!” 








ul hauntir elody had died 
lo at 1 r enche Suct 
do 
The Soul of the Show 
The w east. 


re looking to the 
t nen a brignt 
from behind its 


terrible grandeur sailed 





Germa! 
} } 
ragged cl 








majestically by. We looked at one another 
and shivered. The dancing ribbon of the 
searchlights ceased in obeisance. We were 


where we stood, let alone that 
shortly he 


threatened 
other place 
No one said 


moment it 





whe re we should iY 
anything With each passing 
1 


seemed to gather an added ra 








diance that was scarcely dimmed even by 
the rosy flush of the at now tl 
ened. It held us all for the space it mig 
take a slow-spoken n to count t 
Though it was quit i man to 

his cap and wipe r I i with his 
sleeve. Otherwise, the \ gy was not so 


bad we had beer 

















commanding officer shook himself 

like a man coming sudde from a bad 

dream ‘Push on, Cor Ross!"’ he 

said, and then stepped on ahead himself, 

but slowly and with bent head, as a ma 
| when he thin! lee] 

The voice of the second iz mmand 
trembled with the eagerness of a dog in the 
leash as he pleaded aga to lead the ! 
The other shook his head s iy, Wit! it 


o mucl 


done er 





one night.” 





“‘T can’t spare you, Han I haven't any 
officers left. Fall in behind and remain in 
Twenty-one.” The other stepped deject- 


side as the men cr 
lored rair 
easy to f 


here. 


edly to one 

The light-« 
officers were 
night; too easy 
danced off them 
of the men, 
Gap, by its nz 


crossing, So that t 


»w ce d by. 


coats of the senior 





w on the darkest 
The moonbeams 
nd the burnished bayonets 


ster. T 









inviting di } 
arrowness, held us back in the 


ie old boys ha 





e 


d time to 


adieu to the 
and shoulders of their patron saint 
others held their noses and swore 

By the time the last had passed him the 
commanding officer and the Snipers had 
reached Twenty-one Ross was on his toe 
already monopolizing the stage, the v« 
soul of the show 

The commanding officer left them in the 
disused portion at the left, 
principal gap in the wire As he walked 
back he directed the oncoming stream, eact 
man to his proper place. He scanned eac} 
face closely to make certain that all 
it should be. 

He halted a few yards back and st 
motionless, wit! 
swept up in front, flowering in a tho 
tiny bursts. Our lads remained motion! 
like quail under the hawk, feet poised aw 
wardly in the air. It died down and they 
moved on again, crouching, breathless, the 
pale moonbeams slipping elusively off the 


long and slender bayonets and 


nake decent outthrust he 


opposite the 


Was 45 


all others, as a star she 








lighting 
the ghastly faces of the living met 
ancent dead 
ntil to the least imaginative it appeared 
impossible that we were not even then b« 
ing watched by a thousand hostile « yes and 
that each moment would not be 


and the churned-up grave 





our la 


The Attack 


The east grew rosier From the ravished 
hedges the myriad birdlife that so ter 
ciously hung to its old coverts twittered 
expectantly, awaiting the new day. 

“God bless you! 
My children! The 
volce broke He rec 
then, to the late ones 
bovs 

He turned forward and retraced his ste; 
toward the German sap, thereby bre 
yet another of the King’s Rul 


God bless you, men! 
commanding ofthe 
overed himself; and 


“Give it to the 


sand Re 
lations having to do with the conservatior 
of highly trained lives 

There was the dull rushing sound of the 
wift uprising of many men, and ali about 
were grotesque figures that seemed to stand 
still, though they waved. Eyes became 
balls of fire. One’s chief care was to avoid 
tripping and so giving or receiving eighteet 
inches of friendly r 
sounds of straining equipment, of heavy 
feet: no other 

Then the tight nerves of an overwrought 
one snapped There was one lone ly, reedy 
cheer. And our little war was on. 


steel. There were the 


If I should die think only this of me: 
That there’s some corner of a fore n field 


That is forever England There shall be 


In that rich earth a richer dust concealed 

1 dust whon England bore, ha ped, lé 
rare; ; 

Gare, once, her flowers to love, her ways to 
roam; 


1 hody of England 
Washed by the 


home, 


, breathing } nglish ¢ 
blest by the ur 


R ipert Brooke 


All other things occurred simultaneously 
The adjutant, with Ross and his Snipers, 
were on their bellies, worming through the 
break in the wire; spreading fanwise along 
the German parapet; listening. 

The German line, from Hollebeke to the 
Mound, leaped to violent life in a sheet of 

pitting flame that swelled up sonorous! 
into the drumfire of a devil's tattoo—exce} 
the occupants of the sap. These were 
staggered by this thing that leaped at them 
from out the mist, and, for the most part, 
were in a deadly panic, except certain one 
who died the death or else retreated dowr 
he sap, viciously disputing each turn of 
raverse, each bend of wall. 
In my ears there was the sound of rush- 
ing waters pounding in a tropic surf 

The air quivered and beat the brain wit! 
its pulsation, so that the hair, doglik« 
stiffened; the face muscles tightened, the 
eyes set, and both became rigid. 

Green lay with Dave Logan before a gun 
the former under it, so that the depressed 
stream of it solidly brushed his stiff scalp 
It drove like a cleaver through the lengt} 
of Logan in the rear, so that he gave 
sigh or sign as his soul passed on 

Individual machine guns coughed 
their seven hundred rounds each minute, 
and by their swing of traverse depressed or 
raised at leisure the rushing torrent of their 
leaping flame as each felt for and extended 
the field of fire, and so gave brief but use- 
less warning to the target. 

It was then that there lifted up the 
voices of those who before had not known 
their God, promising him now that if only 


he in his great goodness and mercy would 


rivers, 


; 
t 
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spare and smite not this time, these lives 
of theirs should forever after in their service 
pay his price. 

At my elbow there rose the distressful 
wail of a soul in purgatory; and there 
poured forth the frozen acid of this terrible 
prayer: “O God, if you will only give me 
more chance I will be a better man. 
Oh-h! Go-od!”’ 

My own thoughts raced. 

I thought of my father; he who had been 
careful of the soft child-flesh 
of me. And now this! What would he 
think? 

It was a titanic leaden sword that flashed 
and swerved; that circled to the breast; 
that missed; that swished tremulously 
overhead or dropped in front of foot, where 
it flung up great gobs of blinding mud, and 
still wonderfully missing when living was 
God’s greatest miracle. The sound of it 

triking was drowned in the uproar, as were 
mercifully all the cries of men. In the higher 
strata of its overhead path it left in its 
wake the rushing vacuum of many winds, 
like those of a San Juan snowslide. 

The star shells burst in scores, aiding the 
dawn. The heavier fire of the hastily 
awakened artillery men punctuated the 
shriller sound of the small arms. The latter 
rolled up and down five miles of front in 
great waves of dy ing sound as other troops 
took up the alarm. 

The whole was great Mars, the stallior 
W hinnyi ing in his eagerness, quivering in his 
screaming demoniacally in the 
warm realization of his ravishment of these, 
our poor bodies 

A sniper in the 
mouthed stupidly 

My wife an’ 
straighten up. 

Ross was the 
up, with his 


desire 


a single mar 
in particular, 
and began slowly to 


first wave, 
to no one 


kids!"" 


first man in. He sprang 
legs outspread, his head 
outthrust from the barrel of his chest; his 
sturdy figure outlined. He forgot all but 
scorn. He clenched both fists and shook his 
rifle at the upturned pallor of a startled 
German face. 
“You Give 
He landed catlike on his feet, shooting as 
he went, so that one man fell to him as he 
came stabbing, shooting, thrusting: hi 
back to the wall; alone for the moment in a 
world of foes. 
The Scots flung their bombs; 
followed, mangling where they lit. 
One giant seized a rifle barrel that pro- 
jected from the look-hole of a metal shi Id 
that was set well into the sandbags of the 
parapet. A German shot at him from 
below—and missed. He heaved slowl; 
with both hands until the parapet sighe« 
and gave with a lurch that sent the whole 
mass down on the German heads beneath. 
confusing and half burying them. He 
seized his rifle and made a flying football 
leap into the struggling mass, and went to 
mad stabbing that ceased only with all 
resisting movement underfoot. 


Stoc ky 


"em hell, boys ! 2 


others 


Sharp Bayonet Work 


The white coat of the 
added attention. “In you go, boys! Give 
it tothem!”’ He was as cheery as a cricket. 

Our lads dropped in by ones and twos, 
Each carved his way as he went. The adju- 
tant hung over them li ce a solicitous hen, 
scorning the eumparative security of the 
struggling trench, feeding up the assaulting 
men like the ribbon of an orderly-room type- 
writer. 

A few yards away the commanding offi- 
cer pushed up and down the queue and saw 
to it that there was no faltering in the feed, 
and that each shoveler came up to his job. 

The men’s haste was even greater. Al- 
ready the sap, full of Germans though it 
was, offered more security than the parapet 
upon which was concentrated the conve rg- 
ing fire of a mile of German front; all in the 
space of fivescore yards. 

The trench was deep and its occupants, 
for the most part, beyond the reach of 
bayonet; so here and there occurred the 
sanguinary duels of man to man, when only 
the stout heart and the quick wrist might 
decide the 

For us, it was kill or be killed. For them, 
a swift surrender or the sudden test of 
mettle, man to man, and a half yard of 
cold steel for the poorer of the two. 

We were outnumbered. We were isolated 
The main body of the Germans adjoined 
the sap; ours was over yonder, and no 
provision had been made to save us if the 
enemy should shove up reénforcements. 
Our only hope was the fierce ardor of our 
charge—a Hobson's choice. 


adjutant drew 


Issue 
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Those Germans who fought fell, or else 
proved themselves, for the moment, the 
better men; and so fought their way down 
the sap to their main trench line. The oth- 
ers cried “ Kamerad!’’—and were spared. 

As our men poured in, no man of them 
harmed any wounded German. 

Skinner rose with the rest of the Snipers 
and lunged desperately at the inviting white 
of a German throat. His quarry squatted 
as for the Russian dance, so that the hungry 
bayonet glided harmlessly over his head 
and plunged into the parados in such a 
manner that Skinner all but followed. The 
German fired and missed. Skinner re- 
covered himself and from the hip shot his 
man fairly in the face; and then he himself 
fell back, kicking as does a bullock a the 
slaughter. 

Some in their brave terror forgot their 
drill and flogged desperately with the 
bayonet, striking shrewd blows. A German 
screamed and flung out hands that were 
badly lacerated by their protection of his 
face against such rude attack. 

One of our on hy luckier than his mates, 
from a low spot in the parapet caught his 
opponent fairly in the 
point stuck out between the ribs at the bac 
and would not free. 


breast, so that the 


Some Mighty Deeds 


Another, 
the throat, 
stout 


with his man pinned ne: 
pulled him to the wall whe 
cords of the neck still resisted 
tugging efforts. One stabbed thu 
overbalanced by the weight of the extend 
rifle; so it fell from his hands into 
trench. He chanced all or gamble 
and, unarmed though he 
leaped in after it ing like a wild cat 
he came breast to breast with his man 
beat savagely wit! superior s ill at the 
face before him with both c! 
til the German droppe 
the Pat, with one hand, 
throat and so Bese the head agains the 
wall while he r age down for the bayonet 
to finish him with, dyi uickly 
so from tl > theenen € | r 
sweeping the length of the 
farther end. 


An unkne 


who 


throw 


nehed fists ur 


d his own rifle: so 


could SeLZE the 


as he 


of the 
sught by ¢ 


wn mat 
ceived the havoc wr 
that thrust its nos 

few yards in the rear, a 

it by himself; fell at 
almost broke in two. 

On the rim of Twenty-one, Serge: 
and other things; and he 


order that denied to h 


ver t 
over Une 


as he its lip hi 
unt Con- 
nor saw this 
cursed the 
a mark. 
For the most part 
with a desperate 
men rushe 
hearts they were | 
blasphemy. I thir 
dogs do. 
Big J 


im so fal 


, these this gs were done 


some 


ack Munroe, the Monta 
weight, was terrible in his wrat 
Jeffries, whom he once had foug 
have quailed here. 
double-bitted ax of a pi 
sang, twirling it overhead betweer 
of use, seeking whom he might 


Swunhe 


meer 


devour. 
a deme 
ardor of his priv: 
ar d ‘h 


le gentile Laing was 
ing all by the 
his reckless 
thrusts. 

The somber eyes of the swart 
were grimmer than ever 
himself a bloody lane 
who were 


exposure, 


as he I 
clearing it for the 
shovelers, now tumbling 
dying in mid-air. 

The giant Rowley, who had a 
epics in the arctic circle, finished his kill and 
went to tearing, with his bare hands, 
mendous bites out of the parapet, so that 
the sacks sometimes fell on the wounded of 
both races and buried them 

Under the arms of their larger mastiff 
bulk little Foster, the Virginian, and 
Christie, the bear hunter, |! aped out, 
wise, at nem and back again, like 
terriers. 

The main body of the Sr 
up the 


to contest some 


, some 


lready lived 


tre- 


rapier 


Savage 


ipers loped on 
after Ross and stopped only 

hard-held traverse, putting 
its defenders to the sword They had this 
advantage—that, of all those of the de- 
fenders whose rifles | ad | fixed in the 
loopholes, none had fixed bayonets, or even 
time to remedy that omission now. 

The less forward shovelers took heart of 
grace; so that ali along the line the parapet 
began to crumble. One, with his clasp 
knife, made big gashes in the hose of the 
wrecked pump. Another pounded with his 

Continued on Page 41 
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ERE is what J. A. Brown, Auditor Brat 
Houses f Armour & Co., Chu », ha 
. . 
Say about what “ ld happe n sh ud they put the ! 
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work, now centered ot Comptometers, back 
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the Various B mcnes 
13 ' It v 
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y 
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: I 
i} 
' ’ That result and the manner of its achieve \\ 
f ment demonstrates the economy of auem t 
human eftort by centraliz the mechanical w 
F 
d of accounting on mia hine 
fy 
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is savind Armour $84,000 yearly 


How the Comptometer stands 
with other large users 
of adding machines 
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pMPRi NVEMENT is natural. It is nec 
scheme of living. People 
looking for better ways of 


irv in the 


are alway 


making and doing things. 

Rut there are things that cannot be 1m- 
proved. When the first hairy Cave Man 
discovered the rolling capacity of a felled 
tree or a round stone the wheel idea” was 


born; and wheels from that time on down 
to the present fast speeding 

: automobile wheels have never 

\ departed from the estab 
lished principle simply 


ft y L% \ because 1t was correct, fun 
oS ee’ damental and unchanging. 
= — oa ™ 


VU THEN Gerhard Mennen invented 
Borated Talcum he gave something to 
the world that has not been improved. Since 
the time Mennen’s ‘was first made there 
n hundreds of other talcums put on 
the market. We are familiar with all brands, 
and three or four of them are very high 


, 
grade products. 


{lf vou get one of those few 
vou will get your money's worth. oie 
But why take chances? Neither er 7 


have bec 


we nor anyone else have been ( Q&, , 
able to improve the original \ 
Mennen formula. yr 


“| ‘HERE has been great improvement in 
the methods and materials of shaving. 
Only a few years ago men used a mug and 
ordinary soap for the removal of their 


beards. Orher and better shaving soaps 
made their appearance. Finally there came 
Shaving Cream. The House of Mennen 


imp oved Shaving Cream so that all of the 
misery was taken out of shaving, hot or 
cold water worked equally well, and it was 

no longer necessary to rub in 


o> yn the lather to soften the beard. 
\\ ee Then came improvement on 
US ) 
bs 


UZ top of improvement, until 
y® 


MCOTTIC 


Mlennen’s Shaving Cream has 
so perfect that it will 
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now withstand most conditions of weather and 
climate, retaining its consistency and quality 
through usual extremes of heat or cold. 

Moreover, the Mennen’s Shaving Cream 
tube has been made easier to open. The 
covering of the mouth is now a very thin 
film of metal. You just push the pointed 
wooden peg (it comes with the package) 
through the film, naturally making a smooth 
opening, then throw the peg away. Simple, 
small—but a big improvement. 


* * k 


Spe those who chafe or sunburn—tor 
folks with all sorts of irritating and an- 
noying skin troubles—Kora-Konia. It 
soothes and smooths, takes out the burn 
and smart and makes sore spots feel fine. 
Nothing better for diaper rash. Kora-Konia 
is not just another talcum; it 1s 
a medicated antiseptic dusting 
powder made specifically for ag 
gravated skin conditions—an- 
other real improvement— so say 
our best doctors and surgeons. 


, 


*O have the hair and scalp healthy, both 
must be kept clean. The antiseptic 
qualities of the right kind of tar in a sham- 
poo are widely recognized. Nothing new 
about this. But to combine tar with ingre 
dients that leave the scalp soft and pliable 
and the hair both clean and manageable 
to make it available in a quick- 
lathering cream—to put it in a 
collapsible tube, easy to use, 
economical, cleanly —all of this 
is very new, and a great im 
provement. 





GoM! people are afflicted with annoy 
J ing odors from excessive perspiration. 
Frequent bathing does not help 
them. So Mennen makes Ruvia. 
Ruvia doesn’t stop  perspira 
tion. It neutralizes the odor of 

‘ it--instantly. It won't clog the 
WY? pores, won't stain dainty gar 
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ments. Ruvia ts as sweet as at 
white, easy to use. Ruvia is a Mennen im 
provement with a wide and increasing sale. 


e, snow 


ok * * 


ENNEN’S Cold Cream is all that a 

first-class cold cream ought to be. This 
simple language describes it fully. 
Every ingredient is carefully 
selected— so that you will get a 
cold cream up to the Mennen 
quality standard in every way. 
Just try it—-you will sure/y like it. 





HERE isn’t anything startlingly new 
about soap. But Mennen’s Borated 
Soap ts soap with improvement. Physicians 
and nurses have helped us build a good 
business on*this article through 

~* use and endorsement of it. 


y >, a f‘ 
=o Made originally for babies 


(. : to cleanse and soothe their ten 
> = der skins. People who e sktns 

+ won't tolerate ordinary soaps 

appreciate Mennen’s. 


* t + 


MPROVEMENT is an important factor 

in the policy of the House of Mennen. 
We have research chemists who do nothing 
but seek methods of betterment. We are 
interested in improvement—first, of prod 
uct; second, of manufacturing methods: 
third, of rhe convenience and appearance of 
the containers in which the products go to 
the public. 


. HIS is the order of their 
relative importance to the 
it is what the buyer 
Product: 
Scientific Manufacture; attra 
tive, convenient Package. Com PRADE MARI 
petition for excellence in this 
ordet be nefits the public. This 1s the Ne nnen 


consume! 


is really purchasing 


idea of progress. 


Mahe Z , ) Se 


Gerhard ACennen Chemical Company 


Canadian Factory: Montreal, Canada 





Newark, New Jersey, U.S. A. 


Sales Agent for Canada, Harold F. Ritchie & Co., 


Ltd., Toronto, Canada. 
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rifle at he more de ate | A third 
upset it into the sump irom which it had 
sucked the drainage of the trencl Phe 
ides were i that they dehed 
all efforts at destructix 

Ross, having cleared his pat! turned 
about and made for the main-line trencl 
into which the sap rar lr e othe - 
rection he Knew there was nothing but a 
dead end; so that the Germa re ee! 
were in a trap and free to choose betwee 4 
quick s iter deat! Pha 
his mer plunged forward 
eeking new ure the otne t He 

uc ntempt s ‘ i? } n, a 
he did so, the figure of a man with uy ed 

n \ bleated rad! Ihe 
tren stu I the ind ol g me 
These st ted 

Green f ed Ro ne i} 

g as he me; ’ leet st the 

rithing b It ‘ \ the 
| ster and others of the MS eT qu 
followed. Those who had eaped in farther 
up joined forces here. All sought Ross as 

ater a the ) leve Bullets flicked 
up and down the tre Ross pushed or 
ahead t dt r suing lers 
that ed 1 of formal discipline 

( » well distir es the born leader 
f men in any 1 None thought 
t strange and fewr 1 it at the time 

The mud w I v sn inks 
from the all ear Gree I 1 he 
thought of 1 it ] t mead mtr sponge 

e condition of the trench. He watched it 

he recharged | izine before f \ 

gR 

Nels me ul ‘ n n 

WI 

What 

Phe 

Nelson dashed after Ross and stood b 
hind him where he é nd then, with 
Nourse, he took turns 1lternate passing 

unition t ind sho hg a t! 
ion target, a ‘ g traverse f r 
\ t inseen I is t t Nv ist 
that hired blindly down ther ow tre t 

The tall body of a German lay stifl 
} nan upright 7 tion next to Gree 

t had for five n past. The face 

rr d wit " ! vy, a is cu 

mar vhen there s time, part y 

é ‘ i} en nthe head. Greer 
ited posit that ‘ eaned 
vail the bod t ill the ea familiar 
ty of the hardened trenchma 

Phe lficer commanding Number Two 
from | ost farther up the trench, cried 

“Look out!” 

Phe offi manding d the sa 

u (rreen sprang ba l eement 

‘You 

A Treacherous ‘‘Corpse”’ 

The little officer leaped up and ed the 
ta rps¢ by the tt i ‘ blows wit! 
his free hand on the face ie the victim 
of the n most uncemetery lke 
efforts ver The rpse’s cri | 
Kamerad! all but drowned the truly fright 
ful language of the officer. He let go th 
throat and tugged in mad excitement at hi 
| ol holster, beating mechanically at the 











reachery was a common thing. And, para 
phrasing an army saying ol the period I p 
uu ¢ in’ the best o’ luck! "Raus! Beat 
it! . . For our trench!” 

The frightened German clawed frar 
ally at the parapet, seeking a foothold. 

‘ - ; 


“Hup! Huy 


imitation of 


the dnl 


mockec 











playful feint at the prisoner. The latter 
reached the top and rose to his knee 

ooner had he done so than his head t 

off the blue flame of a bad bone hit; 

rolled back headforemost into the trench. 
And that was or ly what we faced above. 


\ ing boy lay on the bottom with a 
badly crushed arm that lay in the path of 
every heavy foot that passed. Me 
wounded! Me wounded!” He appealed to 


each passer-by, in tu 


r 





hn, in such a pitiful 
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ngsong that it indicated his f se 
here was little time either t ‘ t 
hurt him, and certainly no inclination f 
the latter, until Green, in passing, noticed 


him and shifted his body closer to the 
well out of harm’s way, at the same time 
arranging the arm so that it should not 
stepped upon; 


be 


though he had no time to 


dress it. He gave as little pain as possible 
to the boy, who, in turn, looked the dumb 
thanks of a dog 

A few months before in our Englis! 


camp, our men had read of the rape of 








Belgium, and had then id there swort 
olemn and bloodthirsty oaths of “ Getting 
their own back”’ in worse reprisals against 
ill Germans whom kind fortune mig! 

throw into their hands. It was tl they 
carried out their threats And let t i 
recorded here that this was ever their w 





th all who did their bidding 
Thane things dene, 
He knelt 


trench, beyond the 


both snipers returned 


to Ross at the extreme end of th 


traverse from wt h th 


hots 


had come, and close to the entrances 


of a large dugout into which the surviving 











Germans had now retreated. Beyond and 
adjoining the dugo a stout barri 
filled sandbags cut off the entrance to the 
main trench 

On the other side the voice a 





Germans swelled into a subdued but t ’ 
ening murmur. All these the little man had 
rushed. He was on 


cupped in 


one knee, with ‘ 


his hand 


In a Tight Place 


h an 


With 


suc example it was easier for 
others to carry on, though the day wa 


coming and it had begun to look as if we 





ourseives might be swallowed up t " 
counter attack from be yond the barr 1 
The ves of all were stretched tau lhe 
activity of the unseen ma did not 
tend to improve matters Nourse, the 
lance-jack, had taken over as next in rar 

He fired assiduously at the flashe he i 
which now began also to appear from the 
top of the barricade The othe fed hin 








cartridges and joined in volleys with hi 
At times they got tter shot at the barre 
of a Mauser that is Outthrust from the 
augout door, fired, and a8 quickly wit! 
arawt 

he Snipers formed a little knot. The 
were frankly nonplused. The smallne 
the dugout entrance prohibited the ad 
vance of more than one man at a time, and 
he would certainly be speared upon arrival 
Che successful entrance of a larger number 
meant a fight in the dark against r 


superior 


and £ 


numbers 


strange surrou 
lhouetted 
entrance A few 


ared the 


amid 
1 themselves 


the 





ht of 
s would have qu 
but, as usual, there were none 


Nourse had been bred on the veldt 


} " 
ICKILY chk 


nest; 








1ong the Boers, and « ned their language 
’ his very own Aommen ef 4 
The Snipers held their breat} \ great 


stillness fell on the Germar 


“For God ake, Nourse give them ar 
other whirl!” meone said impatient 
* Tell ’em to come out. We might need "er 
as hostages against those other blighter 


And he jerked his thumb at the barricade 
Nourse tried again: 

But in 

outburst came from a dozen answering li; 
“What do they say?” 
*T don’t know.”” Nourse blushe 
“Well, tell them to come: we wor ! 


* Kommen ze } 


Silence a moment an unintelligible 


them. 1 guess that’s what the ur 
know—if it’s safe 

Nourse hung his head. 

“T've forgotten.’ 

And so there it ended Phe ng i 


resumed 
The Battalion Sniper ol the ’rince 
Patricia’s Canadian Lig { 


pa | 





ed themselves to dis 


They chose at the last to rush the bart 


cade Two were detailed to stand a he 
ide of the dugout entrance ready to bay 
net all comers. The others were to assault 


The first wave of three 


, using their muske 
butts as battering rams, were to shove the 
top sacks of the barricade down on the 


Germans on the other side, so that in the 
confusion the remainder of the assaulting 
party could get over and among them wit! 
the minimum of their rear st 
guarded from a sortie from the dugout 
The volume of the defenders’ 
swelled on the open upper 
that might 
did. The adjutant continued to feed 
into the sap the ribbon of the column Ihe 
commanding officer pushed up and down 


loss; 


yuntire 
ground >| 
live And et 


seemed none 


some 
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the line, moving them up into place, deb- 
onair, impervious to fire. The white coats 
of both made them marked men. The as- 
saulting troops faced the fire only so long 
as it took them to run the few yards to the 
lip of the sap; which seemed very long 
indeed. There they dropped down into 
comparative safety. The two officers 
crossed and recrossed the field of fire and 
stopped for nothing. 

The sounds of individual machine guns, 
small arms and shells merged into the stac- 
cato scream of many riveting machines 
busy, and hammering on steel. The air 
throbbed, writhed and sucked back in 
great waves. 

The sound lifted us up, so that our hearts 
left the bodies which we now offered on the 
altar of our country’s service, and we were 
like to faint. Yet they obeyed God and 
pulled forward our bodies. Our minds, 
which had furnished the original impulse, 
drew back appalled from the scene. 

These were the conscious thoughts of no 
man, fornoman had any conscious thought. 
But it was perhaps—and I say it in honest 
doubt—the subconscious reasoning that 
was then gestating in the backs of our 
skulls; else we could not have continued 
to go forward in the face of so terrible a fire. 
To have thought would have been to invite 
disaster, since in a thoughtful moment our 
minds might have bid our bodies to flee, 
and so have caused us to sully forever the 
fair name of the regiment, beside which the 
virtue of Cxsar’s wife is to the soldier but 
a coarse and common thing. For the soldier 
tu think is dangerous, so long as refusal 
does not go beyond the point where initia- 
tive might cease, and so nullify the gain. 

On the fivescore yards of salient, ma- 
chine guns that had been rushed up at the 
first alarm now fired at point-blank range, 
making fiery necklaces. 

Some of our lads turned quite mad in the 
whirling maelstrom as the leaden death 
clawed out at them from the bleak grayness 
of the steaming morning mist, like a foul 
and beastly witch. They did their tasks 
because these remained undone—not for 
glory: for there was none here. Neither 
was there aught of flinching; but only a 
courageous madness, with men’s minds, 
godlike, down in hell—investigating it and 
speeding forward their feet. 

Nests of clattering machine guns circled 
their fire, so that the cumulative sound of 
its approaching swing was that of many 
boys scraping the palings of village fences; 
but more swiftly. The duller thuds of 
bullets striking home could not be distin- 
guished from the impact on the mud, except 
for the occasional ejaculation of surprise: 

“Oh!” It was never one of alarm, but just 
a sudden flexing of the knees and a back- 
ward pitch that put the face always up. It 
was only when the bullet crashed grinding 
through ‘he bone of skull or spine that 
there came that smashing impact, that flash 
of flame such as a rock gives; and perhaps 
followed by the dying plaint of an already 
unconscious man. 


The Military Miracle 


The grotesque figures grew fewer; some 
grew more grotesque, and more of them 
quite still. Most had reached their goal; 
many their last; the former still seeking 
the latter in the bowels of the German sap. 

The firing died down. The commanding 
officer spoke to his orderly, retraced his 
steps, and took up that safer position which 
the King’s Rules and Regulations had indi- 
cated as his from the beginning — behind the 
barricaded entrance of what he called the 


Military Miracle, known on the trench 
maps as Number Twenty-two. 
The sun was about to burst its shell. 


And, as though they had awaited this, the 
first quiet moment, the hedge birds broke 
out into a lifting chorus that swelled up 
and up in so lovely a melody that we all but 
forgot our surroundings, and imagined we 
were perhaps in some great cathedral, and 
that it was peace. Then they, too, fell 
silent; and it was day. 

The commanding officer shook with sup- 
presse d excitement. There was great weari- 
ness in his voice. 

“Do you think they’ve taken it? 

The orderly re flected sagely: 

“If they haven't they'll 
another, sir. That’s a cinch.” 

The commanding officer threw out his 
arms appealingly. It seemed to strike him 
as a new thought, a comforting one. 

“That’s so!” He rolled it over in his 
mouth slowly and with infinite relish, tak- 
ing a morbid comfort in the utter finality 


or, 


never take 
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of it. “If they haven’t they’ll never take 
another.”’ And then, quite casually: “ Give 
my compliments to the officer command- 
ing. If he’s killed then to whoever is in 
charge. Tell- him to fetch his men out at 
once, so that they'll meet me at the rendez- 
vous at Shelley Farm in five minutes. And 
pass the same word to all noncoms.” He 
looked at the lightening sky. “Hurry!” 
And added: ‘‘ Don’t let them scupper you.”’ 

The orderly did not trouble to salute 
He, too, had looked at the sky and gave a 
very good imitation indeed of a man hurry- 
ing. “Yes, sir!” and he was gone. He 
grinned to himself at the casual air of de- 
tachment of the other at such a time and 
place. He wondered whether he himself 
should keep that rendezvous at Shelley 
Farm or some other one instead. 

A white figure, supported by a long staff, 
came floundering down the rim of the Mi- 
racle. The orderly espied h im. 

**Here’s the adjutant, sir.’ 

“Ts that you, Teeta? ~ 

“It’s me, sir,”” a cheery voice replied. 

The casual words trembled on the other’s 
lips: “What luck?” 

** All correct, sir; 

The 
hands. 

“Splendid!” And then, to the waiting 
orderly: ‘‘Carry on! 

The desultory rifle fire began to gain in 
volume. It changed to the snarling ham- 
mer of machine guns before half the dis- 
tance to Twenty-one had been covered, 
the orderly himself the only visible target. 
He tripped over the cumbersome length of 
rifle and bayonet and fell headfirst into a 
water hole. 


and trench occupied.’ 
commanding officer rubbed his 


Dodging a Pitiless Fire 


He crawled out. The fire was worse. He 
continued, running and slipping. His lungs 
sobbed for air; his eyes were blinded by the 
flying mud. He was alone in the wilderness 
and quite dead below the brain; but that 
drove his legs onward, willy-nilly, under the 
spur of the need of all those precious lives. 
The left-hand and disused portion of 
Twenty-one loomed invitingly. He sped 
along the rim until his trained ear shot to 
his brain the message that the circling 
death was swinging round toward him. It 
was but a moment later when it was lifting 
up layers of the mud at his feet. He did not 
stop to jump. He fell flat into the pit. 

There was need of desperate haste if the 
assaulting party was to be warned before 
the light became stronger. Seconds were 
lives. Yet there was scarcely cover for a 
kneeling man. Guided by gunners who had 
seen, their searching fire combed both shal- 
low slopes of walls and at times reached the 
floor itself as he “‘cooned” it up the tor- 
tuous way. At each stride his knees clum- 
sily seemed cruelly to strike some hard 
rifle bolt—so he cursed; the hands struck 
the faces of living and dead—and he shud- 


dered. The wounded groaned; the less se- 
verely merely swore. He had time for 
neither. 


He reached the spot from which the as- 
sault had been launched a quarter of an 
hour before. Half a dozen men were lying 
there. He wondered idly who they were; 
saw that they were some of the new draft 
and understood. They burrowed snugly in 
their mud and shot anxious questions at 
him. 

He drew himself erect for the final spurt 
of twenty yards across; but was met by so 
fierce a flare of fire that he was glad to fling 
himself on his belly, and, without waiting 
for the storm to subside, dragged himself, in 
jerks and by his elbows, on and through the 
mire. It was very slow. He pondered his 
case: To rise meant certain death and the 
message undelivered; to 
was promised the one slim shane of deliv- 
ery. The delay for that short distance 
would, at the worst, be only a matter of 
seconds. 

A contemptuous voice 
terrupted his soliloquy: 

“Get up an’ walk!” 

He glanced round, still levering himself 
forward by the elbows. It was one of the 
new draft. The owner of the voice had his 
chin in the mud between two friendly 
corpses. 

“Oh, go to hell!” And the orderly con- 
tinued his ungraceful squirming. 

At the sap he touched elbows with the 
body of Dave Logan, badly riddled. A 
score of startled faces gazed up at him. 

“Who are you?” 

“C. O.’s orderly.” 

(Continued on Page 45 
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hd. N 1858 two old railroad coaches, 
" fitted with sleeping car features de- 
thi signed by George M. Pullman, were 
Hy put in operation on the Chicago & 
) Alton Railroad, an event which her- 

alded the dawn of a new era in the story 
| of railroad transportation. And in 1864 
i the first complete Pullman car marked 
the actual acceptance of this radical 
Py innovation. 
’ , 
\! Constructed entirely of wood, lighted 
\\ by oil lamps, heated by box stoves for 
ih which cord wood was carried in a bin 

( in one end of the car, with open plat- 
| 1 forms and four-wheel trucks with tron 
i | : 

' comfort and convenience of the passengers. 
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wheels, the early Pullman car contained 
none of the features of safety and lux- 
ury Which characterize the modern 
steel dreadnaught. 


Few of the present facilities for comfort 
and convenience were afforded; per- 
sonal service by trained car employes 
was conspicuous by its absence. And 
yet, this flimsy, wooden car, resting on 
blocks of India rubber instead of springs, 
jolting noisily over the uneven tracks of 
hfty years ago, was immediately recog 
nized as a radical step in the develop 
ment of railroad travel. 


From the idea which inspired that early 
car, in fifty years has developed a vast 
organization that today affords the 
traveling public, north and south, from 
coast to coast, a service characterized 
by safety and convenience, and a great 
system of cars, staunchly constructed, 
electrically lighted, sanitary, ventilated, 
steam-heated and embracing every fea 
ture for the personal convenience and 
luxury of each individual passenger. 


In this process of evolution the Pullman 
} 


Company may claim not only the orig- 
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ination of modern sleeping car construc 
tion, but the invention of the enclosed 
vestibule, which place the entire tt in 
under a single roof; the introduction of 
the dining ca i service now n | myer 


operated by the Pullman Company but 
by the individual rails 
duction of the parlor car and the first 


electrically-lighted car, as well as innu 


merable inventions and improvements 
contributing t the perfection cal 


construction, 









Today 7,400 cars of the Pull Com 
pany, built in its own shoy and 
served by its own emp! ‘ i¢ce 
operated over 137 railt ing 
223,489 mil of track. Th each 
every point of interest in the count 
and afford a uniform and conti u 
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The Year’s Most Important Announcement 


To Motor Truck Users 


United States Tire Company Shows 
How Truck Tire Maintenance Cost 


May Be Reduced, and How the Life 
of the Truck May be Prolonged 


For many years the United States Tire Com- 
pany has been working on the problem of develop- 
ing pneumatic tires for trucks. 
A former United States Army motor transport 
expert recently said: 
“If a pneumatic tire could be built to stand up under 
the terrific strain and wear of truck service, truck mainte- 
nance cost for repairs and replacements would be cut down 
to a minimum, with the natural reduced cost per ton mile, 
Good Traction Despite Deep Mud and the life of a truck would be vastly increased,” Crashed Through Makeshift Bridges 
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Lower Operating and Maintenance Cost He himself drove a one and a half ton motor truck, 

Ti Ev B f % of substantially army specifications, with an overload of 

han Ever before F- a ton and a quarter (2% tons load in all), from Detroit 

The United States Tire Company has developed a 444 / to the Mexican border and back, with the following 

pneumatic tire which will “stand up under the terrific My Fa results: 

strain and wear of truck service.” NS —.\X\ \ —4,288 miles for the most part over the most 
\nd more than this, it has developed a truck tire | Wy primitive roads on the American continent, 

—that will give mileage commensurate with the 


—at an average of over 7 miles per gallon of 
investment in pneumatic tires, 


—that will give increased mileage per gallon of 
gasoline, 

—~—that will give increased mileage per quart 
of oil, 

—that, by taking up road vibration, will greatly 


gasoline; 

—at an average of over 33 miles per quart 
of oil; 

—yet at the end of the trip the truck was still 
in practically as good condition as when it started. 


prolong the life of the truck, 
that, in short, will reduce the cost of truck Lower Truck Depreciation 
operation and maintenance in practically every 


direction. 4 y 4 f | ! | Hillis by Fully 50% 
Severest Truck Tire Test on Record 


\ few weeks ago this army transport expert, 
who, during the recent mobilization of American 
troops on the Mexican border, was in command of an 
\rmy motor truck company, put these United States Ss SSD! : 

Pneumatic Truck Tires (size 36 x 7) to the severest test Py May wee Mg” 
any tires have ever been put to. se aia? 

This expert said: / These United States Pneumatic Tires for trucks are 
of cord construction with ‘Noddy’ treads. 





This former United States Army transport ex- 
pert said of the test: 


**l made up my mind that, in order to give the tires the hardest kind of 
army transport test—which is the severest that any truck could ever be put to— The Tire 


1 would not spare the truck, even if | had to wreck it. They are known as 


United States ‘Nobby’ Tread Cord Tires for Trucks 


Go to your dealer or to our nearest Service branch. Try these tires for your next truck equipment. 


United States Tire Company 


1790 BROADWAY NEW YORK 
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Continued from Page 42 

He began to intone sonorously, in the 
parrotlike chatter prescribed by the King’s 
Rules and Regulations: 

“Commanding officer to officer com- 
manding Number Two: Noncoms to note 
and act on. Meet me at Shelley Farm in 
five minutes with all your men. Repeat 
back. Signed Commanding Officer.” 
“Hell! Crabbe’s killed!” someone 
shouted. 

“For the love of Mike! What’s the dif- 
ference? The message is for the officer com- 
manding. Give it to Papineau; or, if he’s 
killed, to whoever’s in charge,” the orderly 
hissed. 

Some of men began to pile out in 
their eagerness to be away. The orderly 
observed them. 

“*Here! None o’ that, old settler! Waita 
minute till the message comes back QO. K., 
or you'll get us all cut up.” 

The leader fell back shamefacedly. Others 
began to sort out the four scared prisoners 
who remained alive, so that they were 
flanked on each side by a guard and ready 
for the starter’s word. 

The officer commanding Number Two 
was not dead. He was very much alive and 
with the Snipers once more, as eager as 
they. The orderly’s message came through, 
as all such messages do, badly garbled; but 
came at least in time to stop the desperate 
assault on the barricade 

**An order to retire, sir. 

“Who's it from?” 

“The colonel, sir 

*““Where is it? Let me see it 

“T don’t know, sir. 
down.” 

**How do we know who he is? Where is 
he? It’s atrap! It’s a trap, I tell you. I 
won't move an inch without a signed order 
from the colonel.” 

**Hadn’t we better have the message re- 
peated, sir, and find out who it’s from?” 

The prevailed. 
The orderly, with his eyes glued tothe clear- 
ing sky, chafed in an agony of impatience. 
It was quite light and there was the return 
trip to consider. The other men stood about 
in dull silence. The fire had again died down 
to normal and only the “‘zsst’”’ of odd bullets 
could be heard overhead. 

At last the message came back, distorted 
again, put with the sense of it painfully 
evident: 

“Crabbe wants to know who in hell you 





Someone sent it 





more cautious counsel 


are?” 

The orderly almost wept: 

“Who in hell balled the message up?” 
No one answered. “‘ Now, for God's sake, 
pass it down right this time and make each 
man pass it back to you; and tell Crabbe, 
or whoever’s in command of this crush, to 
shoot it back to me when he gets it nght. 


Now listen, you there!"’ He again intoned 


his original message. 


The Last of Donald Ross 


The men at the dead end waited. There 
was nothing else to do, except to avoid 
walking on the wounded Germans. Their 
own they already had up, ready for the 
run 

Men halfway down the sap began to 
clamber out by ones and rouched 
and desperately running. The habit spread 

“Hey!” the orderly sh¢ ‘Did he 


get the message. 


Twos, 
puted, 


Someone shouted: 

‘Yep. They're all comin’.” As indeed 
they were 

The retirement was on. 

The orderly, still bound by his responsi 
bility of seeing that the message had indeed 
been received all along the line, waited 
until men from the farther end were going, 
and until fully half were gone, before he 
too, rose to his feet and, lowering his head, 
commended his soul to God and raced for 
the Gap. 

The Snipers had, at first, supposed that 
Ross was only wounded, and so had laid 
him out, as they had no time in which to 
attend a wounded man, even though he be 
Donald Ross himself At the order to 
evacuate they examined him more closely 
and found him to be quite dead. He was 
already cold. The broken glass of the peri- 
scope in his tunic pocket showed that he 
had been shot through the heart. And their 
hearts were bitter. They could not find it 
in them to leave him so. They were now 
alone, except for the officer commanding. 

He proposed that they should carry the 
body down to the dead end, from which the 
run would be shorter, and from where they 
might even take it with them, as well as 
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make certain that all were out. So the 
Snipers raised their chief and struggled on 
down the torn trench with the dead weight 
of him in their arms; a terrible and a trying 
task in the torn-up condition of the trench 

As they passed the wounded German boy 
someone rearranged his crushed arm and 
tossed him a cigarette. 

They were all there except the casualties 
Under the strain Jackson be 
instructions, to which no one paid any heed 








in to sh 








Each took a hand at carrying Donald 
Ross, until they saw that it was indeed a 
useless thing to do, however fine. They 


laid him carefully on the parapet of the 





trench he had won, and did the st thing 
one soldier may do for another took fron 
his breast por ket the pa) OOK and otner 
papers, from his neck the lentificatior 
disk, covered his face, and left him wit} 


his glory And in the heart of each there 


Was a prayer 


Blow out, you bugles, over the h de ’ 
There's none of these so lonely d pe 
old 
But, dying, has made rarer 
gold 
These laid the world away ‘ he 
rec 
Swe? “ine of yo ; ‘ ‘ ‘ ‘ 
Of work and joy, an ‘ nhe 
rene 
That men call age; and those wi 
hare been, 
Their sons, they gave he 


Their own time had come agai 
them the heavy flail of the machine guns 
beat, giving due warning of what manner of 
work was going on up there a 
fleeing comrades. They missed the body of 
Skinner. He had been seen to fall. Their 
other dead were accounted for. They came 
to a man, lying on his face, who wore a 
British tunic. They rolled him over. It 


was not Skinner, but a German, killed by a 


ong their 


bomb appare ntly, and, to judge by S$ dis 
guise, 


asniper oraspy. Sothey 
heartily for the ur suspecting men he must 


ursed nim 


have killed in his time, 


and passed on, 


Under a Withering Fire 


They 
gone a! 
storm above grew worse. They saw to it 
that their magazines were freshly charged 
and in good working order, pulled up the 
belts, cast 
better freedom of arm and kk g, commended 


reached the dead end All had 


1 of Skinner there was no sign. The 








aside the bandoleers for the 
their souls to God, and at the preconcertec 
signal went over the top. 

The retirement was the hard part of it 
There was none of the moral advantage 
the assault. Neither was there any room for 
reprisal against the concentrated enemy fire 


of the sector. The Germans were alert: 


and, it being now well past dawn, they saw 
our every movement as we hurled ourselves 
over Twenty-one and up the slope toward 
the hedge. 


A 


squirt of a machine gun, 


Twenty-one Laing dropped under the 
f badly 
Someone got him in. Two men—I know 
not whom—dragged in at great 
risk the body of the unconscious Freund, a 


wounded 
, 
personal 


brave soldier and guide of parts, from off 
the wire upon which he had fallen, and lay 
it where the men of Twenty-one were, so 
that poor Freund might at least die among 
his comrades, as indeed he did later in the 
aay 








The slope was covered wit} the crouched 
figures of running men, a r target for 
every sharpshooter and machine gun, shot 
at like clay pigeons. The fire, though not s 


heavy as that of the earlier morning, wa 
much better direc ted: so our 
heavier. Men dropped steadily, as did 
many others who stoppe dtoy K them up 

The fine ge of the assault could no 
longer endure here. We had, instead, the 
feeling of hunted hares, shot at endless 
from every side, and with none of the sat 
isfaction of retaliation—a 
feeling, comparable to none 
desperation. 

We wandered back, somewhat rapidly it 
is true, i 
threes. The Gap was jammed with cursing 
men, each see King to get through and out 
of this. 

Some, to avoid delay, had flung them 
selves bodily at the 
sprawled on it, supported by the close-se 
twigs like flies on a spider’s web. And all 
the ground between was dotted with this 
newer slaughter. 

The hedge served as a screer 


losses were 





most hopeles 


other in its 


by ones and odd groups of twos an 
Their bodies 


neage 


Beyond it 


there was at least the ostrichlike security 
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your mi 


your skin 


after you had used ordinary 
soap — what a surprise you 
would have. Tiny pores would 
become deep pockets, showing 
secretions that remained — 


that later cause distressing com- 


plexions. Then you would quickly see why science 
advocates a daily use of medicated soaps. 


fof « John ow 
Medicated Soaps 
“Treat Your Skin Right - 


In the production of medicated soaps, the J & J Red Cross 
Laboratories have the benefit of years of research and world- 
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Price 25 
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Bite wretetatens’ 


recognized leadership as makers of 
The 
advantages of medicated soaps that have 
their origin in medical and surgical 
practice are recognized by physicians, 
surgeons and nurses. 


medical and surgical products. 


Treat your skin right and your skin 
will retlect the health that Nature in- 
tended it should. 


See the assortment of Johnson 
J& Johnson Medicated Soaps 
at your druggist’s. ‘This is only 
one of many ways in which 
the druggist is ready to serve 
you, Support your druggist. 


Johnson & Johnson 
N. J., U. S.A. 


New Brunswick, 
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of knowing that one could not see or be 
seen, except by the more distant and less 
dangerous enemy on Hollebeke Ridge. One 
could drop back into a walk. There was 
time to look round. One felt the hot breath 
of bullets as steadily as ever; and during 
the wilder squalls of machine gunfire the 
dead leaves of the hedge fluttered thickly 
to the ground. Still, it seemed quite safe 
by comparison. 

The orderly burst through the Gap and 
rushed up to the commanding officer. He 
was quite pale from what he had just put 
behind him. He gasped and his frame was 
racked with the convulsive intaking of his 
breath. 

“All correct, sir; and the men all coming 
out.” 

“Good! Very well done, indeed.” 

“Thanks, sir.” 

The last stragglers were still pouring 
through; the Snipers last. These streaked 
it straight ahead, past the scarred apple 
tree, the two bloated animals, and the 
worse men, to Snipers’ Cellar and their kits. 
Nourse was trembling with the strain. He 
had fired nearly three hundred rounds. He 
was unwounded; but through the thigh of 
his trousers, the sleeve of his coat and the 
left breast pocket of his tunic there was, in 
each case, the neat puncture a German 
bullet makes. 

On the higher ground, on the way to the 
Cellar, they drew to themselves all the fire 
of Hollebeke, from where it fronted the 
echelon formation of our Twenty-three, A, 
B and C. They made the passage, though 
further wounds were gained. The shells 
were breaking about their covert ere they 
had dived through the entrance, and con- 
tinued so to do for the balance of the day; 
so that they dared not leave such shelter 
as they had, even to relieve their sorely 
wounded. Occasionally the fragments of 
rock from a close burst came tumbling 
through the gap in the roof. They cleaned 
their rifles and paid no attention. 

Piper Logan was there, waiting. He 
looked expectantly at Green. The latter, 
knowing that the piper was aware of his 
own devotion, chose the easier way to tell 
him of his brother. 

“Hello, Jim! Have you seen Dave?” 

The big piper understood. He bowed his 
head and started out. 

“Here! Where you goin’?”’ someone 
asked, and caught him by the shoulder. 

“To get him,” he said dully. And then: 
“Where is he?” 

“Come, come, Jim!” said Green. “No 
use in that. You can’t do any good.” 

The big Scot obeyed mechanically; but 
all that day he tramped up and down their 
narrow quarters like a caged lion, unmind- 
ful of the clattering brickwork that followed 
each hit in the broken rubble overhead. 
And it was not until the next day, when 
they had reached their billets, that the 
others ceased to stand between him and his 
desire; by which time his own good sense 
had shown him the unwisdom of his plan. 


Skinner Turns Up 


The commanding officer still waited at 
the Gap with a word and a smile of proud 
greeting for each man as he filed by, until 
all who could return had done so. 

The orderly swore anxiously to himself 
and wondered whether the man would 
never go—and wondered why, if he must 
stay, he did not at least lie down, so that 
he himself could do likewise without being 
conspicuous. And then, remembering that 
the other never did lie down, he smiled to 
himself and made the best of a bad job. 

The officer commanding Number Two 
was among the last to appear. He came 
smartly to salute in silence, and stood so. 


| The hand at his visor showed the cruel 
| stump of a missing finger. He put the hand 


smartly away and to his side. 

“Very well done, indeed, Crabbe. What! 
Are you wounded?” 

“Thank you, sir. It’s nothing.” And he, 
too, was gone. 

The adjutant came from some private 
venture of his own. 

“All up, I believe, sir?”’ 

“Yes; I think so. We may as well go 


| too.” The orderly breathed again. 


Just then a weak voice called him by 
name. He turned and saw, standing in a 
ditch, the figure of a man, his blond curls 


| and face so plastered with blood as to be 


unrecognizable, though there was some- 
thing strikingly familiar about the man. A 
nasty wound in the forehead half blinded 
him, so that he was badly dazed and stood 
with his arms outstretched, groping. The 
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orderly slipped the sling of his rifle over his 
shoulder tu free both hands, and led the 
wounded man toward Shelley Farm. 

“Who are you?” 

The man mouthed weakly at his name. 
It was Skinner, the missing sniper. 

On every side sound men were perform- 
ing similar service for their less fortunate 
comrades. The main body of them clus- 
tered by the ragged remnant of Shelley 
Farm. Over all hovered an air of terrible 
unreality. Most had lost their caps. Uni- 
forms and faces alike were covered with the 
mud they had groveled in. Many were 
wounded. Some had dirty handkerchiefs 
tied about their heads or made into a rough 
sling for a shattered arm. Others, with 
more leisure, were conspicuous in their 
cleaner first-aid bandages. And, profiting 
by their example, the remainder called on 
comrades to get out their clasp knives and 
rip the seam of the bandage that was sewed 
under each tunic pocket. On every side 
could be heard the sound of tearing cloth, 
as sleeves and trouser legs began to split in 
preparation for the bandages. 

Reaction had set in. Wounded and 
whole, the voices of both rose up like those 
of happy sand boys. We swapped experi- 
ences and laughed at the worst of them. 
We pounded one another on the back in 
hysteria and called rude jests in ruder sol- 
dier talk. The dead were already forgotten; 
which was well, if there was to be any more 
of this. None who found themselves here 
had yet recovered from the surprise of find- 
ing themselves alive. 


Bringing in the Wounded 


The procession struck out across the 
fields for the comparative safety of the 
Ypres road, down which they had come from 
White Horse a few hours earlier. The fire 
continued, but by virtue of the many inter- 
vening hedges was less efficacious. Casual- 
ties occurred; but the men laughed. What 
was this to what lay behind? The wounded 
occupied the attention of most. A few 
lucky ones were carried shoulder-high on 
stretchers. Others were glad to go in any 
manner, so that they moved toward the 
dressing station at Voormezeele. Sound 
men made chairs. They clasped each other 
by both hands, so that two hands formed 
the back, and the other two the seat, in 
which the wounded man could sit, with his 
arms round the necks of his carriers to 
steady them and him. 

One man had discovered a baby’s peram- 
bulator at Shelley. The head and iegs of his 
large patient protruded from the ends, wav- 
ing loosely, the lips muttering incoher- 
ently. The springs gave out at the first 
shell hole; but the wheels did stout yeo- 
man service until the road was reached, 
when, without warning, the whole affair 
gave up the ghost and subsided in the road. 

The commanding officer stopped at the 
road to question the only surviving pris- 
oner. He was a very badly frightened boy, 
of poor physique and ashen face. A few 
callow hairs floated wantonly about what 
should have been a chin. He was too fright- 
ened to answer. The commanding officer 
made a gesture of supreme distaste: “Why, 
he’s a mere child! I fear they’ll have me up 
for infanticide!’’ And he ordered the man 
who had the boy in charge to take him to 
Brigade Headquarters for a closer exami- 
nation. 

The orderly turned Skinner over to a 
group of men who had just come up from 
the Voormezeele dressing station, and so 
had missed the main show; which perhaps 
accounted for the difference in their later 
viewpoints. 

“*Here’s someone for you to carry back. 
I've got to beat it with the colonel.” 

“We ain’t got no stretcher, mate.” 

“Here!” 

The orderly shoved them aside impa- 
tiently. With an ¢ye to the main chance he 
laid his own rifle aside and asked for two of 
theirs. He thrust each into the sleeves of 
an overcoat, buttoned it up, and then 
twisted the rifles cunningly so that the 
whole made a passable stretcher. 

His task finished, the orderly picked up 
his rifle and turned away. A voice recalled 
him. Skinner’s eyes had rolled back into his 
head, so that only the ghastly white of the 
balls showed. A fine and blood-flecked foam 
boiled at lip and nostril, and he ground his 
blood-caked face into the dirt in great 
agony. “He's dying! Wait!” they cried. 

The orderly leaned upon his rifle and 
gazed down indifferently. He did not think 
so. Anyhow, his task was done. 

(Conctuded on Page 49) 
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The Cadillac Victoria 


(Convertible) 


HE Cadillac Victoria now comes closer than ever to the perfection of the convertible four 
passenger car. 

In the evolution of this type, from year to year, the Cadillac Company has had especially in mind 
the needs and tastes of the small family, and of the business and professional man. 

In fact, it would be difficult to conceive of a car which adapts itself to such a wide range of uses. 

It is a quick and controllable car—eminently practical in its ease of handling, and easily con 
vertible from closed to open. 

But the other elements of ease—those which encourage rest and relaxation of mind and body 
are also provided in an exceptional degree. 

The driver’s seat is slightly forward of the two-passenger seat adjoining. The auxiliary seat for 
a fourth passenger faces forward, and folds up under the cowl when not in use. 


The body is of substantial construction—aluminurm panels over a framework of hardwood. The 
roof is covered with leather. 


Doors and windows, the latter of crystal plate glass, are of weather-proof and rattle-proof design. 
The Cadillac Victoria is a rare combination of elegance, staunchness, ease and efficiency. 
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EDISON WEEK 


October 21st to 27th 


CTOBER 21st, 1917, is the 36th an 
niversary of the invention of the in- 


September 22, 19/7 


. lescent electric light by Thomas 
t Oo} The entire week of October 
t Ww be observed by a number of the 


founded by Mr. Edison. 


i 


Mr. Edison’s Favorite 
Invention 


it is well known that the phonograph is 
ir. Edison’s favorite invention. He has 
idfastly refused to dispose of any of his 
nograph patents; nor will he permit 


’ 


iders to become interested financially 
the manufacturing laboratories where the 

} Phonograph is made. 
he United States and Canada there 


hants who have been licensed 


\iIr. Edison to demonstrate and sell 


The NEW EDISON 


‘The Phonograph with a Soul”’ 
These merchant will observe Edison 
Veek in various ways that will be announced 


their local papers. 


$2000.00 In Cash Prizes 


\ preat ea has been said about the 
‘ew Edison in the newspapers. This new 
I ( ny ition has been te ted before 


overs In direct compar- 


vith thirty ereat singers, for the pur- 

of detern ng whether the New 
Re-Creation of an artist’s voice 
be detected from the arttst’s real voice. 

ilar comparisons have been made with 
The music critics of £00 

\merica principal newspapers have 

led th tests and described the re 

t their 1 pective papers. Prizes are 
offered for the best patchwork adver 
posed entirely of quotations 

! thy \\ pa} I accounts, You do 
‘ word yourself. Instead 

id what the ne wspapers have said 

th New Edison and_s then piece 


Professional advertising and persons connected The Edison Dealer In Your Locality 
Perhaps you will quote from p cat, Rpenplion yf a 5 cep vgadi ssn Will Help You Win a Prize 


complete advertisement trom 


ips 


i ’ é ‘ 
a ent papers, pos sibly you will Nc ty tisement should contain more tk ir three Go to hits stor and hear the New I ' H 
» VOU r to two ofr three. That Is for hundred (3 words Nothing will be cor icred eX be willing ¢ you an inst - t for a few 
, t t 5 
in Lhe prizes are as tollows: ept the actual text of the advertisement It is not you ca ) 
‘ ) ‘ ‘ t 
ury to send what ts technically known as a “lay H ay ‘ eI e t 
1 \ ' i rtiser } h tol 
¢ : out The prizes will be awarded solely on the you vertisement, f ask fi I 
2< < . r I . : , 
$1000 Cash for best patc hwork wi no’ t th idvertisement ky h , pose It, as he will Nave to certify that he a 


advertisement 


500 Cash for second best The Contest Closes 


- a6 . You pay nothing to enter the contest and assume no 
250 third best elie teak telnet October 27th 
100 “ ee fourth best The Edison Week Bureau will give you compk te Edison Week ends October 27th nad ti 
50 isi " fifth best nstructions and send you the booklet “What the closes the same day. Write today for Instruct B 
10 a each for ten that earn Critics Sav,” trom which vou can select material for and copy of bor klet “What the Crit » 


honorable mention atchwork” advertisement Edison Week Bureau, Orange, N. J 
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Concluded from Page 46) 
“Well? What if he is? If Bertha’s got 
him, she’s got him. That’s all.” 
He stalked off. The others gasped and 
then cursed him roundly for a heartless 
wretch. Eventually the man lived. 


When we came to examine the German 
trench, we found that it was dry, safe and 
warm, and in startling contrast with that 
one of ours which lay only twenty yards 
away. Both were on a level and governed 
by the same general conditions. We felt 

hat not all of these thir gs could be covered 
DY that pe rpetual defense of eve ry bureau 
cratic incompetent: “‘ Forty years of pre- 
iredness!”’ We called it by a shorter and 
uglier name. 

At White Horse the signaling corporal 
held the key, shouting “ PipEmmar!” 

Beer!"’ and other strange terms of his 
craft. At the news, he disinterred from be- 
neath the rotting straw a full canteen of 
rum fittingly to observe the great occasion. 

The commanding officer dropped wearily 
onto his biscuit tin. Jarvis, his servant, 
busied himself with tea making at the 
brazier 

“Corporal, take this, please.” The tired 
officer scribbled a brief message announcing 
results to Brigade Headquarters. ‘Call 
me when the answer comes.” 

“That I will, sir.” Reaction was also 
winning to get in its deadly work here. 
The adjutant came in. They were too 
tired to exchange congratulations, even had 
such effusiveness been their habit; which 
it was not. 

Shortly Nourse came in and made his 
report. 

The second in command followed. The 
water dripped from him from the nec! 
down. He held a shattered wrist in the 
hollow of the sound arm 

“The swine got me, sir, after the show 
was over i 

The adjutant raised up on an elbow. The 
commanding officer rose and advanced to 
the wounded man. 

‘Too bad; too bad, Hammie! The 
swine! Here; take this. How did it hap- 
per . Seg 





re 








‘Oh, it was beautifully done, sir! But, 
damn them —after it was all over!” 

He would tell no more. 

However, others were more loquacious. 
It had happened after we had gone and 

ll was quiet He was lying in 

Twenty-one when his attention was at- 
tracted by the cries of a man lying up the 
farther slope, who thrashed about in all the 
wild agony of unconsciousness, 

“T can’t stand this!” 

‘Man, you’re crazy! 
you. You'll never do it 

They sought by force to hold him. He 
tore himself away. A running 
and crawling, he reached a water-filled 
ation trench. He bent his back; 
which he was well exposed as he 
plowed his wet way through and came op- 


when a 





TI ey can all see 





iternately 


commun! 





} + 


is man The fire of the sector was 
now directed at him The shooting was 
wild, but all agreed that he was a dead man. 















The man still beat about, pounding his 
head. The officer wormed over and rolled 
him into a shell hole; the water shot up as 
both struck it. He held his breath while the 
bullets churned a fine foam from the pond 
ihe journey to the hedge was a rep 
ol t rst stage, except that it wa n « 
! reasor ot ti burden he alternately 
pust dragged and rolled ahead of him. 
He squeezed through to the safer side of the 





hedge, where a stretcher party waited It 
was ther vhile lifting the man onto the 
stretcher, that a chance bullet had done the 
i now he was here. 

ide what comfort he could. Jarvi 


tant’s man, fetched te 





the: 





nmand was too tired to 
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drink. The others toyed with their tin mu 
and then shoved them aside. No one m 
tioned the events of the morning The 
servants lay between their officers. The 
wounded man tossed restlessly and bit his 
lips. Occasionally he moved this limb or 
that, but very cautiously, so as not to dis 
turb the others. The orderly silently offered 
him the contents of a package that some 
patient woman’s hands had put up. H« 
shook his head and smiled his grateful 
thanks. The small flame of the solitar 
candle danced, making fantastic shadow 
on the glistening walls 

*Ere you are, sir!” 
the doorway “Message fron rad 
Headquarters: ‘Well done, P. P. C. L. 1.! 
Signed: Snow, General Officer Command 
ing.’’’ The corporal beamed patronizingly 
and withdrew. 

“The Kanoydiens, sir. 
poral again 

“Yes, corporal. Let's have it.” 

Pa Message from General Officer C 
manding Canadian Division to Command 
ing Officer P. P. C. L. L: ] 
on successful attack by you and your met 
Canada will be proud! Signed: Victor 
Alderson, G. O. C.’ 

*"Ere’s another, sir. Blimey!” The 
corporal’s mien commanded attentior 
**Message from Commander in Chief to 
Commanding Officer P. P. C. L. I.: ‘Co 
gratulations upon gallant and successfu 
operations of Princess Patricia’s Car ! 
Signed: John French, Field Marshal 

“Not ‘awf bad, sir?” 

The corporal leered. 

Receiving no reply, he faded away. H 
loud voice still floated through at intervals 

“Oh, sir, may I have that?” The second 
in command was sitting up, all forgetful of 

he wrist. 

“Why, certainly! Take it, by all means.” 
And the commanding officer passed over the 
scrawled words. 

Others poured in. One spoke of the 
Mad Brigade. There was a certain head) 
exhilaration evident even now 

From the hallway the sig 
poral’s voice furnished entertainment be- 
fitting the occasion. He was etching the 
skillful though somewhat highly embel 
lished picture of an imaginative word 
artist of the operations of the night to sun- 
dry intimates in the dugouts and cellars of 
the St. Eloi sector. 

Things began to quiet down, except for 
the wounded man. He stifled a groan in the 
making. His limbs drew up, har ‘ cl 
ing. 

The adjutant rose. 

“Anything wrong, Hammie? 

The commanding ofiicer tossed rv 





The corporal f lled 
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It was the 
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The movement disturbed hi rregula 
breathing 
*God—bk 


Jarvis and Ashy were breathing tl 
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like drunken men—though tl were 
drunk. The dull glow of the dying brazi 
fire softe la Uy i i 
spent bullet 1 e b ‘ 
and tumbled he street 
whining a langu ft nigh 
The candle und ther 
went out 

“What's that?” a fretf ea 1 
weakly 1 t was the cor nd y 
of the Princess Patr is Canadiar ght 
Infantry. He was gently snoring 

Author's Not It is in esting " 
British ial « niqués for J t 
mention the des it ‘ x f 
Mound during the he mining of ’ ns ir 
nection with the attack which wa nunched by the 
Canadians from the Ypres salient at Hollebeke 
Ridge, and mentioning as well the leveling of the 
village of St. Eloi and the hard vd fig 
ing for the strip of bare gr rnd k wr S! 


arm 

The Battle of Flanders, which opened on Aug 
first was a ntimuatior f this ttack ary 
art tlar 


i t ¢ 
Hollebeke, and 





DOING HER BIT 


Continued from Page 4 


was so simple; it could hardly have cost 
anything. She wore no jewelry. Perhaps 
it was the exquisite neatness with which 
her hair was done, and the way she carried 
her head, that made her so noticeable; and 
her beautiful coloring, smile and her 
perfect naturalness may have helped. 

‘Now you see why | wanted to walk!” 

The crowd that passed out of the theater 
simply disappeared in the pitch darkness 
of the street. It was in the days when Paris 
showed no lights after ten o'clock, and it 
was a peculiarly inky night. 





When people came vithin a few feet 
you, you could just make out that the 
were people; at ten feet they could or 
be heard. 

“This is like old Paris,’ said Maden 
selle Bazin, ““‘when there were poets and 
wolves.” 

And indeed it was like being in a medie- 
val city. All that is romantic, all that is 
slinking and murderous —all things seemed 
possible. 

Breene had the feeling that he was pro- 
tecting Mademoiselle Bazin. He walked 
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somew here else. 


makes goodness sure. 


It iflordsa guard against flaws 
pin-holes and impertectior 
that is not approximated In 


any other construction 


This laminated process used 
by Goodyear is more «¢ 

pensive than the single sheet 
method but the results ire 


far better 


It produces a tube 


‘ until the very end 
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V ilve patch constriction, it 

results in a tube which de 
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Rely on Its Quality 


One conspicuous merit of Goodyear Tubes is that 
they are very uniform in quality. 


You do not find that one tube is good and anothe: 
one feeble, or that one strong in this spot is weak 


The laminated process by which they are mad 
allows inspection in every step of their building, and 


’ 
livers the casing full s py 


in all its service 


The Goodyear valve at 
snot stuck on. but is vulear 
ized in the tube 


le in seep or creep 


| ; 
it will pay you to Sh 
(,oodyear tubes by nar 
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JAINT prevents the decay of wood- 

work and zinc postpones the decay 

of paint. The best paint will not last 
forever, but 





New Jersey 


IT) 


in paint 


O 





combined with lead improves the 
qualities of each ingredient. 


A good zinc paint not only gives greater 
toughness to the paint film but also deeply 
penetrates the surface painted and firmly an- 
chors this film to the wood fibers. 


This means greater weather resistance and 
prevents cracking and peeling. 


You can buy zine paint, prepared, ready to 
apply, or if your painter prefers to mix his own 
paint, he can get composite zinc pastes ground 
in oil. We shall be glad to send you, on re- 
quest, a list of brands of zinc paints, also a 
list of manufacturers who grind composite 


zine pastes in oil. 


Write for our booklet, ““Zine in Paint It contains 
information that will enable you to get the most for 
your paint money 


rHE NEW JERSEY ZINC COMPANY 
55 Wall Street, New York 
ESTABLISHED 1848 


Mineral Point Zine Co., 1111 Marquette Building, Chicago 





| her and what he felt about her. 
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alertly. His eyes sought to pierce the dark- 
ness. His hands were lightly clenched. 

“It is curious,” said Mademoiselle Bazin, 
“to be walking alone with you. Formerly 
before the war—you could have come to 
see me once in a while, and Maman would 
have remained in the room and watched us 
closely over her knitting. But now every- 
thing is different. It’s more like America.” 

“There weren't any chaperonsin Akron,” 
said Breene. 

So far as he and Mademoiselle Bazin 
were concerned, there was to be none in 
Paris. And why should there have been? 
Breene would have died gladly in defending 
her from any evil thing. 

The migraine of Madame Bazin’s sister 
endured; and her motor remained at the 
disposal of the young people. She was a 
rich old woman, it seemed, and she was 
always making presents of theater tickets 
or passes to exclusive exhibitions. Usually 
the young people lunched and dined with 
Madame Bazin; but not always. Breene 
had most of his back pay to spend, and he 
insisted on spending it like a soldier. 

And so they had some of their luncheons 
and dinners in the restaurants you read 
about. And one day they got up very early 
and went before breakfast to the flower 
market in front of the Madeleine; and 
Breene bought for Madame Bazin a huge 
daisy tree, and staggered all the way back 
to the Maison Bazin with it. 

“Such a good boy!” exclaimed Madame 
Bazin; and, before he could say Jack Rob- 
inson, she had embraced him and pressed 
her mustache to his cheek. 


iv 


OU will write? You will tell me all 
that you do? All that you think 
about?” 

“All that I'll ever think about will be 
you!” His boldness made him blush. 
“Shall I write that down?” 

“Why not?” she asked staunchly, 
looked him straight in the eyes. 

“I did not know that it was possible to 
be so happy! I shall not be lonely any 
more; and when things are long and hard 
I shall only laugh.” 

“And I will write to you,” 
moiselle Bazin. 

They were sitting on a bench in the Tuil- 
eries Garden. Women in mourning passed; 
little children in deep black romped and 
played; now and then a soldier hobbled by 
on one leg and a pair of crutches. There 
were two soldiers, each of whom had lost 
an arm; the one with eyes was guiding the 
blind one. 

“You mustn’t get hurt!” exclaimed Ma- 
demoiselle Bazin with sudden tenderness. 
“But if I came back—like one of those 

it would make a difference?” 

“With me? Oh, no!”’ The words 
were at once a reproach and a caress. 

“And if I should not come back at all?” 

“Don’t say such things! You must come 
back. I wish you to come back.” 

With amazing boldness, as if the love in 
her breast could no longer be contained, 
she took one of his hands in both hers and 
kissed it. And that act, of course, made an 
end of the humility and reticence against 
which Breene had been struggling. 

He began to tell her how he felt about 
It was an 
astonishing and a touching burst of elo- 
quence. The shy and modest boy turned, 


and 


said Made- 


| upon the instant, into a bold and masterful 


man; and until he had finished speaking 
his eyes never loosed their hold of hers. 
Then, however, they faltered and stole a 
look at the hand she had kissed. He would 
put off washing that hand as long as pos- 
sible. 

Mademoiselle Bazin gasped as if she had 
been under water. And then she said very 
simply: 

*“And I love you in the same way.” 

They returned, arm in arm, to the Maison 
Bazin. Madame was in the office. 

“*Madame,”’ said Breene, “we love each 
other. And we ask your permission to be 
married when the war is over. I have no 
money; but I will work and become rich. 
I am only twenty-two. There is plenty of 
time.” 

“Maman,” said Mademoiselle Bazin, 
“please don’t say that this is a shock and 
a surprise, because it’s only three days ago 
that you warned me that we were falling 
in love with each other.” 

The parrot sneezed and blessed itself. 

“The sacred bird!’’ exclaimed Madame 
Bazin. 

* Please say yes,’ 
I have to pack.’ 


* said Breene, “ because 
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Madame cuffed his ears for him with 
rollicking affection; and, though she didn’ t 
say “Yes,” she addressed him as “Mon 
fils,” which amounted to the same thing. 

“My son,” she said, “I have taken the 
liberty of packing your things for you. My 
sister is still suffering and she will send her 
auto to take you to the station. . 
Luncheon is ready. Go in. I shall join 
you in a few moments.’ 

They passed into the dining room. 
Breene turned and opened his arms. Made- 
moiselle Bazin stepped swiftly into them. 
No word was spoken. 

She drove to the station with him and 
walked down the long platform to the 
third-class carriage in which he was to 
travel. 

And when the train pulled out she hur- 
ried with it for a while, keeping level with 
his window and saying things to him which, 
while life lasted, he should never forget. 
There were bright tears in her eyes. 


** Well, my dear duchess, I suppose you'll 
wish to rest for a while?” 

“Rest!” exclaimed she who has passed 
in these pages as the daughter of Madame 
Bazin. “I do not wish to have time to 
think. Doubtless, at the moment, some 
good friend of mine is consigning some 
lonely boy to my care. They come to Paris, 
knowing no one, lonely and ‘unhappy; they 
have been carefully watched and chosen; 
they have all been so decent and honorable; 
and I take them about and flirt with them, 
and make them fall in love with me. And 
when they go back to the lines they are 
happy and full of fight. And I write to 
them; and they write to me. It’s the only 
thing I can do that helps—except to give 
money 

“How many are there? 
dame Bazin. 

The Duchess of Poictiers laughed back. 

“The little Breene,” she said tenderly, 
“is the fourteenth.” 

“When the war is over you will have 
some explanations to make.” 

“When the war is over the soldiers will 
be so happy that a little disappointment of 
the heart will be easy to bear. And if they 
are honest they will always be grateful to 
me for making their leaves of absence 
me -morable.”’ 

“‘It is wonderful,” said Madame Bazin 
“the things you can do without starting a 
scandal! There isn’t another young woman 
in France who could go about unchaper- 
oned, the w way you do, and not have evil 
spoke n of her.’ 

‘It is amusing to take one of the little 
soldiers to the theater,” said the duchess. 
“All my friends wink at me behind his 
back.” She sighed, and sank back, pen- 
sive. 

“But 

“But what, Madame? 

“The little Breene, he took you very 
seriously. You promised to marry him. 
You did not go so far as that with the 
others.” 

“I didn’t want to. But about him there 
was some thing so generous and chival- 
rous 

**I believe you are in love with him! 

The Duche Ss of Poictiers sighed. 

a“ ee ” she said, “I’ve got to marry 
some body sometime.” 

“But a common soldier 

“He will either be killed een fool- 
hardiness,”” said the duchess, “‘or he will 
be promoted.” 

“How do you know that?” 

At that moment the postman’s whistle 
sounded in the archway and the Duchess 
of Poictiers made a dash for the letters. 
One of them was addressed to Mademoiselle 
Bazin. 

The duchess opened it, read it, laughed 
joyously; and, having folded the letter so 
that only a few words showed, she held it 
for Madame Bazin to re vad: been 
mi: ade a sergeant. . 

‘And he'll keep re getting promotions!’ 
triumphed the duchess. 

‘I love you,” said Madame Bazin; “ but 
it is simply dreadful how you boast! You 
seem to think that in order to become a 
general the only impetus that a man needs 
is a kiss from you! 

“I did not kiss him!” 
duchess. 

The parrot 
vehemence, 
se 

The duchess looked reproachfully at the 
parrot and we? to it in Engl ish. 

‘Even if I did,’ ” she said, “I was only 
trying to do my bit.’ 


* laughed Ma- 


exclaimed the 


sneezed with tremendous 
and most fervently blessed it- 
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: Electrically Operated National 
Cash Register 


Greatest labor-saving machine for retail 
merchants. 


It does 15 things in three seconds. 
It does quickly what clerks can’t do. 
Tells which clerk sells the most goods. 


Advertises your goods direct to your 





customers. 


Prosperity is increasing. 


Freight congestion is growing oreater. 





Up-to-date System for Retail Stores 


The New N.C. R. 
Credit File 


Cuts out all bookkeeping of customers’ 
accounts. 


Nocustomers’ ledger, blotter or daybook. 


Every customer’s account balanced to 


the minute. 
Complete record with one writing. 
Saves time and work for clerks. 
Customers like it; 1t saves their time. 


Hence don’t de iV. 


| Order now and get the profits which our system will make for you. 


It more than pays for itself out of the money it saves. 
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‘i To Dept. A, National Cash Register Co., Dayton, Ohio 


Please send me full particulars of your 


i latest model cash register and the new 
N.C. R. credit file. 





Get the benefit of these prosperous times. 
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The Car That 
Stays Young 


REQUENTLY one hears of Stearns cars which have traveled 
more than 100,000 miles. 


They seem to be endowed with the qualities of everlasting youth. 


The Limousine-Brougham This is far from being an accidental result. 


It is partially due to the principle of the Stearns-built Knight engine. 
Fashion's latest concept of town-cat And to an equal extent to the sturdiness of the Stearns chassis. 


uxury is happily executed in the new 

Limousine-Brougham type mounted Mr. Knight himself has testified that Stearns practice adds greatly to 

on the four-cylinder Stearns chassis 4 » e ° ° . 
the effectiveness of the Knight principle. 


lt is a car exquisite in line, in de*ail, 
in the harmony of its upholstery and And it is an undeniable fact that Stearns cars do not grow old in the 
compiete conveniences . 

; ordinary sense. 
Mechanically the Stearns-Knight 
motor and the counter-balanced 


ae ane As we have said before, the fine Stearns performance the first day the 
crankshatt fit to pertection its scheme . . . . . . ~ . 
of iuneloun, elieationions toarel car is driven is also its minimum performance. 


Silent, responsive, turning in a nar- It steadily grows more silent, more smooth and more flexible. 


row radius, this new Stearns type fills 


the highest requirements of cultivated Thus the ordinary process is quite reversed. 


nororing tastes 


in fedy enasce dn 6 Genbrous variety Stearns owners buy for years of service. 
of approved color schemes . 
A en They buy less frequently because their cars stay young. 


And only an extraordinary inducement ever causes them to change to 
another make. 


Stearns Four 15 5 

five-passenger 8 Stearns Eight 
Touring Car for Seven, $1725; Clover-leaf Roadster, Touring Car for Seven, $2375; Clower-leaf Roadster, 
$1585 Coupé, $2150 Convertible Sedan, $2385 $2375 Coupé, $3075 Coupé-Landaulet, $307 
Limousine, $3000 Landaulet, $3100 Landaulet Limousine, $3685 Landaulet, $3785 Landaulet 
Brougham, $3200 Brougham, $3785 


THE F. B. STEARNS COMPANY, CLEVELAND, OHIO 
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THE SURGICAL OPERATIONS ON 


PRESIDENT CLEVELAND IN 1893 


Continued from Page 25 


was of recent origin; that it was not there 
on March fourth, when he had been inaugu- 
rated, but had been first observed about 
six or eight weeks before July first. There 
were no perceptibly enlarged glands. I con- 
firmed the facts as to the ulcer and deemed 
the growth to be unquestionably malig- 
nant. During the morning his mouth was 
repeatedly cleansed and disinfected. 

The anesthetic troubled us. Our angziety 
related not so much to the operation itself 
as to the anesthetic and its possible dangers. 
These might easily arise in connection with 
the respiration, the heart, or the function 
of the kidneys, etc., dangers which are met 
with not infrequently as a result of admin- 
istering an anesthetic, especially in a man 
of Mr. Cleveland‘s age and physical condi- 
tion. The patient was 56 years of age, very 
corpulent, with a short thick neck, just the 
build and age for a possible apoplexy—an 
accident which had actually occurred to one 
of my patients. He was also worn out 
mentally and physically by four months of 
exacting labor and the officeseekers’ impor- 
tunities. Twenty-four years ago we had 
not the refined methods of diagnosis, nor 
had we the greatly improved methods of 
anesthesia which we have to-day. After 
canvassing the whole matter we decided to 
perform at least the earlier steps of the 
operation under nitrous oxide, and the later, 
if necessary, under ether. Doctor Has- 
brouck was of opinion that we could not 
keep the patient well anesthetized with 
nitrous oxide long enough to complete the 
operation satisfactorily 

Doctor Bryant and Secretary Lamont 

had spent the night at their homes, but re- 
turned to the yacht the next morning July 
first. The yac ht then proceed¢ du p the East 
River at half speed while the operation was 
performed 

Commodore Benedict and Secre tary La- 
mont remained on deck during the opera- 
tion. The steward was the only other 
person present, to fetch and carry. I have 
always thought that due credit was not 
given to him, and to the captain and crew, 
for their never be traying What had taker 
place They knew Mr. Cleveland very 
well, for he had traveled over fifty thou- 
sand miles on the yacht and his mere pre 





ence was no novelty Any curiosity as to 
the evidently unu ual occurrences was al 
layed by the statement that the President 
had to have two very badly ulcerated teeth 
removed and that fresh, pure air, and disin- 
fected quarters and skilled doctors, all had 


to he provi led lest blood poisoning sho ild 
set in a very serious matter when the 


patient was the just-inaugurated President 
of the United States 


Doctor Hasbrouck first extracted the two 
left upper bi uspid teeth under nitrous 
oxide. Doctor Bryant then made the neces 
sary incisions in the roof of the mouth, also 


under nitrous oxide 

At one-fourteen P. M. ether was giver DY 
Doctor O’ Reilly. During the entire opera- 
tion Doctor Janeway kept close watch 
upon the pulse and general condition. 
Doctor Bryant performed the operation, 
assisted by myself and Doctor Erdmann. 


Some of the Details 


The entire left upper jaw was removed, 
from the first bicuspid tooth to just beyond 
the last molar, and nearly up to the middle 
line. The floor of the orbit—the cavity 
containing the eye ball—was not removed, 
as it had not yet been attacked. A small 
portion of the soft palate was removed 
This extensive operation was decided upon 
because we found that the antrum—the 
large hollow cavity in the upper Jaw— was 
partly filled by a gelatinous mass, evidentl) 
a sarcoma. This diagnosis was later con- 
firmed by Dr. William H. Welch, of the 
Johns Hopkins Hospital, who had also ex- 
amined the former specimens. 

The entire operation was done within th 
mouth, without any external incision, by 
means of a cheek retractor, the most useful 
instrument I have ever seen for such an op- 
eration, which I had brought back with me 
from Paris in 1866. The retention of the floor 
of the orbit prevented any displacement of 
the eyeball. T his normal appearance of the 
eye, the normal voice, and especially the 
absence of any external scar, greatly aided 
in keeping the operation an entire secret. 


Only one blood vessel was tied. Pressure, 
hot water, and at one point the galvano 
cautery, checked the bleeding. The hem- 
orrhage was not large, probably about six 
ounces—say, a tumblerful—in all. At the 
close of the operation, at one-fifty-five 

{., the pulse was only eighty. The large 
cavity was packed with gauze to arrest the 
subsequent moderate oozing of blood. At 
two-fifty-five P. M. a hypodermic of one 
sixth of a grain of morphine was given — the 
only narcotic administered at any time 

What a =“ of intense relief we surgeons 
breathed when the patient was once more 
safe in bed can hardly be imagined! 

Mr. Cleveland's temperature after the 
operation was 100.8 degrees Fahrenheit, 
and never thereafter rose above 100 degrees 
His pulse was usually ninety or a little over 
With the packing in the cavity his speech 
was labored but intelligible; without the 
packing it was wholly unintelligible, re 
sembling the worst imaginable case of cleft 
palate. Had this not been so admirably 
remedied by Doctor Gibson, secrecy later 
would have been out of the questior 








The Second Operation 


In turn with the others, I sat by Mr 
Cleveland's bedside much of the time that 
evening and the next day, reading to him 
at times to help pass the time. Doctor 
Bryant’s and my own full notes say nothing 
about any stimulant. They would have 
recorded the stimulant if any had been ad 
ministered. My recollection, also, is clear 
that none was given. Our notes do not 
record the exact day when Mr. Cleveland 
was able to get out of bed, but my recolle« 
tion is that it was late or July second 
he was up and about on July third is cer 
tain, for | saw in Commodore Benedict's 
guest register on the Oneida the signatures 
of the President, Secretary Lamont and 
Doctor Bryant on July third, the second 
day after the operation 

Doctor Hasbrouck had been landed at 
New London on July second. I left the 
yacht at Sag Harbor early on July fourt} 
and came directly home. On July fifth, in 
the evening, the yacht reached Gray 
Gables, and “‘the President walked fron 
the launch to his residence with but little 
apparent effort.” 

During such an operation, especially ir 
operations on bone, with the parts bathed 





with blood, it is often impossible to judge 
accurately whether all the diseased tissue 
has ce rtainly been removed. When, later, 
he could see clearly the condition of the 
parts, Doctor Bryant was not quite satis 
fied with the appearance at one point. At 
his request, Doctors Janeway, Erdman: 
and | again boarded the Oneida, at 
York, with precautions for secrecy sin 
to those on the former occasion. We picke 
ip Mr. Cleveland at Gray Gables; and or 
July seventeenth Doctor Bryant, with our 
assistance, removed all the suspicious tissue 
and cauterized the entire surface 
galvanocautery. This operation 
and the President recovered quickly 
July nineteenth, again the second day after 
the operation, the same three signatures 
appear in Commodore Benedict’s register 
This second operation was never discovered 
by anyone. 

On the evening of the eighteenth I was 
put ashore at Newport just before the Fal! 









with the 








River boat was due, on her way to New 
York. Then an amusing encounter almost 
bet aed me My intention was to get a 
stateroom and seclude myself there at once 
At the head of the stairs on my way to the 
stateroom, whom should I meet but my 


brother-in-law, Mr. Spencer Border 
Fall River! 
‘Hello! What are you doing hers 

was his greeting. 

I said very nonchalantly that I had had 
a consultation near by, and had had no 
time to visit the family in Fall River, as | 
had reached Newport only a few minutes 
before. Knowing my reticence in such mat 
ters and respecting my sense of duty, he did 
not press the question as to where the con 
sultation had been held. When Holland's 
account was published, six weeks later 
with swift intuition Mr. Borden exclaimed 
that that surely was my consultation wher 
he met me on the boat! 


, of 


Cencluded on Page 55 
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economy ~ 


--why greatest in Mayo underwear | 


i 

\ 10-rib tabric is a tabric knit with 10 ribs t 
the inch instead of 8. Of course it’s plain | 
common sense to see that a closer-knit tabric 
bound to be a warmer fabric. And throug! | 
longer wear 10-rib knitting makes 1 rib un | 
derwear more economical. These are known 
tacts. None deny them. All echeseials ex 
perts confirm them. | 
| 

But until recently 1o-rib knitting came only 
In garments costing $1. or more. Many | 
hesitated to pay that price—even for 1o-rib 
knitting. 
| 

] 


Then came the biggest underwear 


in years. 10-rib knitting came 


achievement 


Mavo Un 


derwear. And this 1o-rib Mavo Underwear 


sold for a moderate price. 


So now all may share the economy of 10-ril 


All mav buv Mavo 


only medium priced underwear 


Knitting. 


knit in the dollar way’’—1 
instead of 8. 


l nderwear, the 


that’s “actually 


ribs to the inch 


l p Ni rth the nights are alread\ vetting chil 


Jack lrost Is vetting ready f 
et you Or will you get 1 


derweat and Gel Aime 


IT1a 


Made from Mayo Yarn 


WINTER UNDERWEAR aini BoYs 


The only medium-priced 
that’s “actually knit in the 


Men’s winter Shirts and 
Men's winter Union Su 
Boys’ winter Union S$ 


THE MAYO MILLS, Mayopayn, N. ¢ 
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“There are the real truck tires for heavy 
service, Firestones. I know them by 
their Size and the Grooved Treads’ 


HE most distinctive tire in appearance as well 
as performance is the Firestone Giant Truck 
Tire. When you see this Giant tire you know it’s a 
Firestone. And you have seen many of them. 


N SOLVING the problem of properly curin}, this 

bulk of rubber into a single tread of efficient 
desifn, Firestone enjineers Save practically unlimited 
scope to the utility of the motor truck. Loads that 
were impossible before are now the rule on these 
tires. Roads that were impassable are easily traveled. 
Notice how many you see in city and country work. 
And note that they are on the trucks of firms of 
large fleets and lon}, experience in haulin}. 


HIS MASSIVE single tread is absorbing the 

strains and shocks at all times, regardless of irre}- 
ularities in the road. More rubber means more resil- 
iency. More traction means less fuel. The Firestone 
Grooves or Flutes in the tread mean Skid prevention 
and uniform wear. Net results—better service and 
Most Miles per Dollar from tires and truck. 


IVE SIZES, 7, 8, 10, 12 and 14 inches, supply 

you with a Firestone Giant Tire for all the most 
difficult medium and heavy duty trucking. Callina 
Firestone man. He will tell you of this remarkable 
tire and all our other types, one for every road, load 
and condition of service. 


FIRESTONE TIRE AND RUBBER COMPANY, Akron, Ohio. Branches, Service Stations and Dealers Everywhere. 


<> 
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Cenctuded from Page 53) 
Mr. Cleveland left Gray Gables for the 
special session of Congress on August fifth. 
He returned to Gray Gables for rest and re- 


cuperation on August eleventh. Finally he 
went to Washington for the winter on 
August thirtieth and reached the White 
House on September first; on which date 
Doctor Bryant’s notes say: “‘All healed.” 

After the first operation, while the Presi- 
dent was at Gray Gables, Dr. Kasson C. 
Gibson, of New York, fitted Mr. Cleveland 
with an artificial jaw of vulcanized rubber. 
With this in place, his speech was excellent, 
even its quality not being altered. On 
October fourteenth Mr. Cleveland, in a let- 
ter to Doctor Gibson, expressed his lively 
satisfaction after trying a new and even 
better and more comfortable plate made by 
Doctor Gibson. 

I went to Washington at intervals sev- 
eral times afterward to examine Mr. 
Cleveland’s mouth and never found any- 
thing wrong. These brief visits were always 
a great pleasure, at the time as well as in 
retrospect, since I made the more intimate 
acquaintance of both the President and 
Mrs. Cleveland and their lovely family. 

Now, after the lapse of nearly a quarter 
of a century, it is even more evident than 
it was at the time that the instant decision 
of Mr. Cleveland himself, concurred in by 
his professional advisers and such friends 
as Secretary Lamont and Commodore 
Benedict, to keep the operation a profound 
secret was wise, and one may say impera- 
tive. What the consequences would have 
been had it become known at once we can 
only surmise, and shudder! 

Mr. Cleveland died June 24, 1908, fifteen 
years after our operations. I was then in 
Europe. That he should have survived 
after the removal of a sarcoma of the jaw 
without local recurrence for so ommaie 
long a period was a great satisfaction to 
Doctor Bryant and his colleagues. 

Long before his death Mr. Cleveland 
had *‘come into his own.”” He passed away 
as the “foremost American citizen,” re- 
spected and honored by all parties and in 
all ranks of life. To me it is a rare satisfac- 
tion to have been associated with him so 
closely and to have been able to assist my 
trusted friend Bryant in doing a most 
important service to our beloved country. 


The first time I ever saw Mr. Cleveland 
was at a reception in Washington, in 1888, 


The Clevelands at Home 


Mrs. Cleveland had still the bloom of a 
youthful bride, for the marriage of the Pres- 
ident and Miss Frances Folsom had been 
celebrated in the White House in 1886; 
only two years earlier. I shall never forget 
the deep impression she then made upon 
me as we filed past and she shook our hands. 
Her manner had a delightful friendly 
charm, which seemed to say to every one 
of us in turn: “My dear doctor, I should 
really like to sit down and have a nice little 
chat with you; but you see all these gentle- 
men behind you, to whom I must say a 
word or two. I am very sorry; but I must 
let you go.”” Norhas that charm been lost 
with the passing years. 

Unfortunately Mr. Cleveland never 
learned how to dictate to a stenographer 
All his letters, papers and addresses were 
written by his own hand. In the New York 
Academy of Medicine there is framed a 
formal address before the Academy, every 
page of it laboriously handwritten. I never 
received from him a note or a letter that 
was typewritten. 

I never knew any other public man who 
took the duties of his office so seriously 
one might say, so overconscientiously. 
Every case that reached him from various 
courts, civil or military, I have been told, 
had to have all the evidence presented along 
with the sentence; and many a midnight 
hour found him still poring over the docu- 
ments in the case. Such infinite labor has 
long been a heavy task for our Presidents. 
Now it has become a practical impossibility. 
The President of over one hundred million 
people should be relieved especially of the 
huge burden of the appointment of thou- 
sands of officeholders in the many Depart- 
ments of the Government. The principal 
and confidential officers, Cabinet ministers, 
judges, members of important commissions, 
and so on, should be the only presidential 
appointees. This would give him time and 
strength to devote to determining the great 
questions of policy, which the direction of 
internal affairs, and still more the intricate 
and often perplexing foreign relations of a 
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great nation, require. His time and strength 
should not be frittered away by the im- 
portunities of applicants and their personal 
and congressional advocates. 

Once only did I myself transgress this 
rule, and the time and care he gave to this 
case shamed me. In the autumn of 1893 
one of my former medical students wanted 
to study tropical diseases. As his means 
were limited he asked me whether I could 
obtain for him an appointment as consul at 
some not too busy place, where there would 
be leisure for such study. In those days 
there were no laboratories available for 
such studies. The work had to be personal 
and individual. 


The Man and the Patient 


Moreover, there was absolutely no ex- 
amination for consulships, and the commer- 
cial duties represented by our present useful 
consular reports were often neglected. 
Accordingly I wrote to Mr. Cleveland, 
stating the case. Most men in his position 
would have thought himself warranted in 
making the appointment upon the facts as 
stated in my letter. Not so Mr. Cleveland! 
He insisted on knowing all about the appli- 
cant in detail; and, instead of directing a 
clerk to write the reply to me, he wrote it 
himself. When satisfied with the qualifi- 
cations of the applicant he made the ap- 
pointment. 

In 1898 Mr. William Potter, former Min- 
ister to Italy, and then, as now, the efficient 
president of the Board of Trustees of the 
Jefferson Medical College, sought to obtain 
Mr. Cleveland as the orator at the Com- 
mencement of the Jefferson. At his in- 
stance I wrete to Mr. Cleveland, urging 
him to accept. In his courteous reply, de- 
clining the invitation, appears an echo of 
July, 1893: 

“I sometimes think I have not, and per- 
haps never will recover from the mental 
twist and wrench of my last term in Wash- 
ington. I suppose I am booked for a speech 
of a political character, to be made late in 
April; and while it seemed to me the high- 
est duty dictated the engagement, the an- 
ticipation of the ordeal is already such a 
nightmare that it makes me unhappy.” 

There again spoke the great citizen. The 
“highest duty” was ever a call to be 
obeyed. 

The last time I saw Mr. Cleveland was in 
his Princeton home on December 26, 1905, 
in consultation with Doctors Bryant, Car- 
nochan, of Princeton, and William C. 
Lusk, of New York. He was the same 
dutiful patient as in 1893. For a man of his 
rugged temperament, self-conscious power, 
and concentrated will and purpose, he was 
the most docile and courageous patient I 
ever had the pleasure of attending. 

Once a decision was reached and an- 
nounced to him, he observed the prescribed 
regimen steadfastly and with unquestion- 
ing obedience. His equanimity was one of 
the most noticeable features of his every- 
day life—at least, as I saw it; but I have a 
strong suspicion that when, in turn, the 
lion was roused it were well for his adver- 
sary not to cross his path. 

My political principles and convictions 
differed from his own, but I never ques- 
tioned his sincerity. He had long had my 
profound respect, but he gained my affec- 
tion in the very first hour I passed with 
him on the deck of the Oneida. May this 
nation ever be blessed with many such 
noble, fearless citizens! 

AuTHOR’s NoTE—This account is published with 
the consent of Mrs. Thomas J. Preston, } 
formerly Mrs. Grover Cleveland—as a contributic 
the political and financial history of the country 
sides my own notes written at the time of the first 
operation and afterward, I have had the advantage of 
the original notes by Dr. Joseph D. Bryant, the surgeon 
in charge of the case; of the notes of Dr. Robert M 
O'Reilly, United States Army, who gave the ether; of 
Dr. Ferdinand Hasbrouck, the dentist: and of recent 
interviews with Dr. John F. Erdmann, Doctor Bryant 
then assistant, now the widely known surgeor yew 
York City; w ith Commodore E. C. Benedict, and K. C. 
Gibson, D. D.8.; and of correspondence with Mr. FE. J 
Edwards—“ Holland ”’—of the Philadelphia Pre 

I have also consulted various newspapers of the 
time, particularly the Nation, the C 
Financial Chronicle, and many clip P 
number of daily several Lives of Mr 
Cleveland, Mr. Cleveland’s “ Presidential Problen 
and various books dealing with the financial condi- 
tions in 1893, especially Peck’s “ 
Republic,” Dewey’s “ National Problems,” and Bur- 
ton’s “John Sherman.” 

My thanks are also due to Mr. James I 
for valuable suggestions 
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“85% Magnesia” 


This is the Woolworth Building in New York, 


the tallest in the world. From its heating boilers to 


its topmost floor it is over 800 feet. 


That's 


about 


twenty times as high as your residence. 


Yet, in proportion, it costs less to heat the top floor 


of the Woolworth than any floor in your home 


that 


is as well insulated as 


piping 


For in that gigantic building, 


tected with “859 Magnesia’ 


The Master Covering 
for Pipes and Boilers 


That scientific pipe-covering saves the 
heat that would otherwise escape and do 
* keeps the heat 
in the pipes till it reaches the radiators 


no good. **85% Magnesia’ 


The majority of the other great build 
mam 
moth hotels, big railroad terminals, Capi 
tols, hospitals, libraries, schools, churches 


ings of the nation—skyscrapers, 


and theatres—where coal-economy 
studied, have the same “85% 


protection. Of course, nearly all 


are protected by it 


In residences also—in_ the 
House and other costly homes 


“85% Magnesia’ 


Coal-Cost is Your Problem 


Whether your house is moderate 
or elaborate, heat-cost is your problem, 
and ‘85% Magnesia” covering for 
pipes and boilers is the most effective, 
durable and, therefore, cheapest pro- 
tection against the loss of coal-power 


This War-year is the time to cut 
running costs in every kind of build- 
ing, and “859% Magnesia” cuts the 
coal-cost immensely 


Our new popular Handbook on 
"8590 Magnesia” treats the whole 
subject of Heat Losses and Heat 
Protection. Sent on request. Also 
a complete Specification for the 
scientific application of “85% Mag- 
nesia_ is sent free on request to all 


Architects and Engineers. 


MAGNESIA ASSOCIATION OF AMERICA 
702 Bulletin Building, Philadelphia, Penna. 


EXECUTIVE COMMITTEE 


George D. Crabbs Cincannati, Ohio 


THE PHILIP CAREY CO 

Alvin M. Ehret Valley Forge, Penna 
EHRET MAGNESIA MFG. CO 

J}. R. Swift Franklin, Penna 

THE FRANKLIN MFG 


R_V. Mattison, Jr Ambler, Pe 
KEASBEY & MATTISON ¢ 
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the 
heating plant and steam- pipes are pro 
coverings 


Magnesia” 
the 
power-plants and central-stations, where 
coal must be efficient to the last ounce 


White 
where 
coal is the biggest item of running cost, 
"is now giving the most 
efhcient aid in the cutting of coal bills. 
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Look for this mark on 


sole of men’s s!oes 


| i[J.P. SMITH SHOE CO 


DrA. Reed Cushion Shoes 





For Men & Women 


The Original and Genuine Cushion Shoes 


Men and women, who are exacting in their shoe — adequately supports the arch, and absolutely protects 
requirements, wear Dr. A. Reed Cushion Shoes. _ the feet from cold, heat and dampness. 
They appreciate the unchanging, definite, high- : : 
standard of materials and workmanship entering J. P. Smith Shoe Company and John Ebberts 
into their stylish make-up. Notably so, in these Shoe Company are pioneer makers of cushion shoes 
days when good shoe leather is so scarce. and exclusive manufacturers of the genuine 


; Dr. A. Reed Cushion Shoes for men and women. 
And because these people demand comfort as well 


as smart appearance, they choose shoes in which The trade-mark, stamped on the sole 

the foot rests as luxuriantly as on a velvet rug. The of every Dr. A. Reed Cushion Shoe, is 
soft cushion insole eliminates the dis- your assurance that you are procuring 
comforts of “breaking in” new shoes; the real article. 


We have a dealer in every city. Write us for his name 
and a cross-section showing the construction of the gen- 


uine Dr. A. Reed Cushion Sole. Address either maker. 


J. P. SMITH SHOE CO. JOHN EBBERTS SHOE CO. 
CHICAGO BUFFALO 


‘a Makers of Men’s Shoes Makers of Women’s Shoes 
\ 


Look for this mark on 
sole of women's shoes. 
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JAPAN AMAZES AND AMUSES 


Continued from Page 14 


what it amounts to, too, if one may be 
permitted to express an opinion founded 
on experience. There are those who know 
what they are doing and who get what they 
think they are getting; but the inexpe- 
rienced stranger seldom in return for his 
money takes anything away with him the 
value of which, even in his own eyes, does 
not decrease almost to the vanishing point 
before he gets home with it 

The thing I always do on landing in 
Japan is to hand my keys to the hotel 
porter who met the first ship I ever came in 
on, and who has met every one since, in- 
cluding the one I came on this time. He 
seems to me to be as much a part of Yoko- 
hama Harbor as the everlasting hills that 
lie behind it. Then I walk ashore empty- 
handed and leave the rest to him. The only 
thing he does is to jiggle the keys in front of 
the inspector to show that he has them; the 
inspector puts on the chalk marks and the 
porter delivers my baggage unopened and 
undisturbed. 

Though to do them justice I do not be- 
lieve the Japanese are so careless with 
everybody. If they are their allies should 
take them to task about it in such times as 
these. There are a great many Indians and 
Russians traveling nowadays— more than 
ever before. In India there is deep-dyed 
German intrigue, already partly exposed, 
while in Russia, in addition to German in- 
fluence, there is a strong peace-at-any-price 
party. The number of Russians going 
“home from exile’’ in the United States 
and Canada is really astonishing. Every 
ship that crosses the Pacific is crowded 
with them. On my ship coming over there 
were eighty-four, and they were for the 
most part typical young trouble makers 
All but three of them were in the second- 
class cabin, and they did little else all the 
way across the Pacific but sit in groups 
round the decks howling wild and weird 
revolutionary hymns. 


The Returning Russians 


At the port of departure from America a 
number of them refused to open their bag- 
gage for inspection, and the ship was 
detained two hours while the Russian con- 
sul was being located and enough policemen 
collected to enforce the regulations. The 
only thing of a dangerous character that 
was found in their trunks when they finally 
were opened was a quantity of red revolu- 
tionary literature, and this was considered 
dangerous much in the same sense that it 
would be considered dangerous to throw a 
pail of water into the sea or a firebrand into 
a conflagration. However, more as a mat- 
ter of form than anything else perhaps, it 
was confiscated. 

Of the three Russians who were traveling 
first-class, two should have been entertain- 
ing or even extremely interesting in the 
present state of Russian affairs. But nearly 
all Russians nowadays are too advanced 
to be fully understood by ordinary, old- 
fashioned, law-abiding mortals 

I talked at length with both the gentle- 
men. One of them spoke nothing but the 
language of a kind of socialistic Utopia that 
sounded to me like a place to land in for 
your sins, while the other was an “inter 
nationalist”’ who did not believe in killing 
Germans—or anything. He preached a 
sort of Tolstoian gospel of universal hap- 
piness which lacked all the Tolstoian 
ruggedness and which, even in peacetimes, 
when there was some measure of agreement 
in the world as to the definition of happi- 
ness, would have tasted in one’s mouth like 
Turkish Delight. It was just that cloy- 
ingly and insipidly sweet. And it was 
wicked in spots too 

There was a young woman on board who 
took wifehood very 
referred, too frequently perhaps, to “‘my 
husband.”” But she always said “‘my hus- 
band” in a prideful tone that to me, at 
least, had a pleasing ring 

One day on deck the Russian interna- 
tionalist gentleman dropped into the midst 
of a general conversation this delicate little 
contribution: 

‘Oh, why,” he exclaimed, “‘do American 
women always say ‘my husband’? One 
hears it so much in your country, and it 
always irritates me indescribably. Surely, 
it implies a kind of possession that no really 
intelligent person could possibly believe 
in!” 

He spoke in soulful cadences. 


seriously and who 





A moment of strained silence, ther 

“What would you say,” I asked, “ when 
it happens to be necessary or desirable to 
speak of said—relation by marriage 

He shrugged away all the laws there ever 
were. 

“Marriage!”’ he exclaimed. ‘“ Husbands 
and wives! Husbands and wives! Oh, why 
should they be! Why can we not all be 
free! free!!"’ 

“Are you married?” I asked presently, 
because really you know it would be “‘agir 
nature’ for a bachelor to talk like that. It 
takes experience to develop such prince iples 
in true form. But he was a bachelor, al! 
right. At least he said he was. And he 
would have proceeded to develop an enter- 
taining argument in favor of being free if 
the wifely young person had not cut him 
short by declaring with some vehemence 
that so far as she was concerned she didn’t 
want to be free! free!! and that she had 
mighty little respect for anybody who did 
Then she added in a kind of politely apolo- 
getic manner, by which she meant that she 
had no intention of being unpleasant: 

“But, of course, Mr. Kazinsky, you are a 
Russian.”” She seemed to think that fact 
explained him thoroughly. 


The Tables Turned 


The hotels in Japan are all filled wit} 
Russians. So are the boarding houses and 
the highways and the byways. They are 
everywhere, and one is constantly hearing 
the most extraordinary stories about them 
There are any number of counts and count 
esses and barons and such, and some of 
them are said to be Croaesusly ricl But | 
have seen none of them who looked par 
ticularly prosperous. Moreover, they are 
most un-Russianly subdued—that is, the 
supposedly rich ones, who live in the big ho 
tels, are. Ordinarily the Russians are the 
most extravagant people in the world, the 
Russian spendthrift making the average 
American spendthrift—who has a muct 
better reputation in his line—look posi 
tively penurious. But the Russians in Japan 
are not spending money, and the Japanese 
are quite upset about it 

Many of them fled from Russia; they 
did not just come away—they fled, and 
with only such belongings as they could 
carry in a hand bag. Also one hears of con- 
fiscated estates, and properties in the battle 
zone that are as good as lost for the time 
being, and have been since the war began 

It is all very sad. In the main they are 
people who have been used to liv ing softly 
all their lives and who accepted sharply 
marked class distinctions as naturally as 
they accepted the air they breathed. And 
now they are afraid. They run from hard- 
ships that to them are intolerable; and 
mostly, I gather, they run from the serving 
class, which no longer serves with unques 
tioning and unvarying servility—taking 
blows and evil treatment as its natural lot 
in life—and which, as often as not, refuses 
any longer to serve at all, takes what it 
desires and talks back. 

They really are afraid; so they have 
come to Japan by the hundreds and are 
coming all the time, to live in comparative 
comfort at the fine hotels, and in aching 
suspense, no doubt, with regard to what 
the future holds in store for them 

The thousands who are going back from 
the United States and Canada are of the 
revolutionary breed, and it is a notable 
fact that a large majority of them manag 
to look it. To be a revolutionist and a 
gentleman at the same time is not an Impos- 
sibility, as many revolutionary gentlemen 
have proved; but all the Russian revolu 
tionists I have encountered. run to red 
flags, careless -attire, a strong smell and 
bad manners. They are earnest with an 
earnestness that would be sublime if it were 
not so blatant and selfishly misdirected 
They are going back to help divide the 
spoils of victory and take their own turn 
at living softly. That is what I have got 
out of all my talk with them, and I have 
talked with many. If you suggest that 
they are hardly the kind of men that poor 
Russia needs just now they wave their 
arms, declare that they themselves are 
Russia, and begin to rant about rights and 
universal brotherhood. If the reports one 
gets from Petrograd about Russian revolu 
tionary dignity and right purpose are to be 
believed these lads are traveling toward 

(Continued on Page 59 
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and there were stories of wild roisterings 
into the wee sma’ hours. As a suitable mis- 
tress for his mansion the narikin “re- 
deemed” a famous beauty who was under 
contract to her keeper to stay where she 
was for a certain number of years. Such 
contracts are legal in Japan and are as hard 
to break as a London lease. They are 
issued by the police department and are a 
source of government revenue. 

Another interesting item is that the 
newly rich have developed all kinds of 
curious and expensive fads. None of them 
lasts very long because someone is always 
inventing a new one. The latest thing is a 
fad for pet quail. I have no idea in what 
way these birds make themselves enter- 
taining, but perhaps they emit a sound that 
is musical to the Japanese ear. The Jap- 
anese canary is an insect that makes fiddle 
music with its wings—music more pleas- 
ing to a Japanese than the note of a nightin- 
gale. These insects are sold in delicate little 
wooden cages, and as performers they are 
usually most obliging, responding to encores 
in the moonlight for hours on end. I lived 
in a house once next to that kind of bird- 
fancier, so I know. 

But the quail fad is a puzzle to every- 
body. A Japanese gave one to an American 
business man in Tokio one day, and the 
American thought it would be amusing to 
adopt the craze himself. So he sent out to 
find another one—a mate for the one that 
had been presented to him. One after 
another was brought to him for inspection, 
but the lowest price that was quoted to him 
was five hundred yen for a single bird. He 
changed his mind about going in for the 
fancy. It is not for anyone who cannot 
qualify in the narikin class. 

With the narikin has come also the auto- 
mobile. The last time I was in Japan—a 
year before the war—there were so few 
automobiles in the country that I had 
actually never seen one. I knew there were 
some, but I always thought they were 
probably more pride-gratifying than useful 
to their owners. 

In the first place the country has almost 
no roads over which an automobile can be 
driven with any degree of comfort, and 
nearly all the streets in the cities and towns 
and villages are narrower than the average 
American sidewalk. Only in the principal 
streets is there room for two automobiles 
to pass. And as there are no sidewalks at 
all—not any of any kind anywhere except 
on one or two streets in Yokohama and 
Tokio—the population afoot, and mostly in 
wooden clogs, makes use of all the street 
there ever is. Even a ricksha coolie, trotting 
along at a leisurely pace, has to keep shout- 
ing all the time to warn people out of his 
way. The Japanese are deep thinkers, and 
many of them seem to do most of their 
thinking in droop-shouldered preoccupation 
right in somebody else’s way. You en- 
counter more deep thinkers when you are 
in a tearing hurry than at any other time 


Children Everywhere 


And I must not forget the children. There 
are children everywhere— little children 
and big children and children carrying 
littlest children pickaback. Those who 
come in pairs are more terrifying than the 
single ones because the one carried is en- 
tirely helpless, being tied to the other one 
like a papoose to a board, and the carrier, 
thus laden, is hampered in her movements 
Not that it makes much difference. The 
attitude of most Japanese children toward 
the automobile is “Aw, who’s af’aid!”’ 
And they put the question of their safety 
up to the driver of the car with a sauciness 
that makes one long for a hickory switch. 
“Children are alike the world over” —but 
especially in Japan. I would not drive an 
automobile through a Japanese street for 
the price of all the cars there are in the 
country. 

Yet as I write the chief sound in my ears 
is a mixed blare of many-toned horns and 
open mufflers. The cars are owned by bot! 
foreigners and Japanese, of course, but 
mostly by Japanese, and they are driven at 
a rate that should be terrifying. It does not 
seem to be so to anybody, however, and the 
Japanese are such accurate and excellent 
drivers that one hears of very few accidents 

I drove with some friends the other day 
not narikins; only humble American resi- 
dents—up to Miyanoshita, a hot-springs 
hotel in Fuji’s foothills that is one of the 
most alluring spots on earth. My sense of 
all that is fitting and my love of all that is 
peaceful with the peace of age-old custom 
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were outraged to begin with by the mere 
fact of motoring to Miyanoshita. Then I 
discovered that the proprietor of the hotel 
has put a line of automobiles for hire on the 
wonderful old winding mountain road that 
leads up through the gorge and over which 
I have journeyed by every possible primi- 
tive conveyance, including the kago, a sort 
of short woven bamboo hammock swung 
from a pole, in which one can enjoy tor- 
ture in its most excruciating refinement 
and imagine oneself back in the middle of 
the seventeenth century. There are kagos 
in some of the loveliest of the old Japanese 
prints, and in every particular they are the 
same kagos one sees on the byways of 
Japan to-day. 

There are still some of them, and rick- 
shas as well, on the Miyanoshita road 
because it is not everybody who can afford 
to ride in an automobile—but one feels 
sorry for their occupants, and for the toil- 
ing, sweating men who carry them, when 
one of the great high-powered cars whizzes 
by with what must seem to them like 
blistering speed. 


Two Fortune Seekers 


Maybe I am managing to convey an idea 
that Japan has improved. If so I must 
stop and back up to the facts. I know a 
man whose answer to a direct question is 
nearly always: 

“Well, yes—and no!" Which means 
that he does not like to commit himself to 
a one-sided opinion. 

I have said that Japan has not changed, 
and I must qualify that statement by ex- 
plaining what I mean. I mean simply that 
one finds the same old Japan with the same 
old characteristics, and in the same old 
breathless hurry to do things and get on in 
the world. She has achieved a sort of dis- 
torted material advancement, but aside 
from such signs of prosperity as are dis- 
played by individuals the only evidence 
one sees of a new spirit in the land consists 
of a general slackness and untidiness in the 
everyday aspect of things. It is as though 
the country had been building so fast that 
it has not had time to clean up the débris 
All the public services have run down to an 
amazing extent, and to me— returning after 
so long a time—everything seems to be in a 
good deal of a mess 

I have permitted myself to write “dis- 
torted material advancement.”’ And so it 
is. There are so many new interests and 
industries that the list of them is posi- 
tively bewildering, and these new interests 
and industries afford new employment, of 
course, to thousands of people. But the 
sudden inflation of a few high spots is what 
makes economic scenery look so volcanic 
In Japan there are a good many financial 
Fuji-yamas, but there are a good many 
more who might be likened unto the sub- 
merged paddy fields. 

Living costs have advanced to nearly 
double what they were before the war, and 
by as much as fifty per cent within the past 
year. Wages have also increased, but by 
percentages much lower than the increase 
in living costs; while salaries have re- 
mained about thesame. Tremendoussocial 
contrasts were never noticeable in Japan 
before, but the rich are getting richer and 
the poor are not even keeping up with the 
necessities 

Daily wages, though they are slightly 
higher than they used to be, are still ex 
pressed in terms of sen—a sen being just one 
half an American cent— while new fortunes 
are counted in terms of millions 

There is one interesting story which 
though it may be unique, serves to illus- 
trate conditions: Just forty years ago two 
young men traveled up from the southern 
part of Japan to seek their fortunes in the 
capital. Neither of them had much edu- 
cation, but they hopefully tried all kinds 
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of possibilities and eventually decided to 
try to get positions as mail carriers. This 
required an examination in the simplest 
items of education, and only one of them 
was able to pass it. He got a job, while the 
other one wandered forth to try his luck 
elsewhere. The post-office department paid 
and pays a wage to its carriers that is 
unbelievably small— fifteen or twenty cents 
a day—but in the old days it was enough 
to live on, and the successful candidate was 
glad to get it 

To follow the fortunes of the man who 
could not pass the examination would take 
a volume, but it will be sufficient to ider 
tify him as Soichiro Asano, the great 
steamship millionaire, a man with imagina- 
tion plus energy and daring. Besides owning 
most of the stock in the largest steamship 
company in Japan, he controls many other 
great money-making interests. And only 
recently he embarked on a new career as 
a shipbuilder. 

A year ago he began to reclaim for dock- 
yard purposes some waste land on Tokio 
Bay at Tsurumi, a few miles north of 
Yokohama. Six months later he laid the 
keel of his first ship, a passenger liner of 
eleven thousand tons. Last Wednesday, 
just six months from the day the keel was 
laid and one year from the day the rec- 
lamation work began, he launched that 
first ship with great ceremony and in the 
presence of thousands of his friends and 
employees. 

And on that day a singular thing oc- 
curred: The companion of the great As- 
ano’s youth who became a letter carrier 
received a bonus from the government of 
forty yen to commemorate the end of forty 
years of faithful and uninterrupted service 

As I am writing only about the surface of 
things in Japan I shall be forgiven the 
plentiful lack of statistics and detail which 
characterizes this article. The world has 
been surfeited with figures anyhow. I have 
a formidable stack of them right in front of 
me now and anybody may have them who 
will come and get them 

I do not understand them. So many of 
them refuse to dovetail with the evidence 
of my own eyes 

Japan is prosperous. There was an in 
crease in government revenues for the first 
half of 1917 of more than seven million 
yen, more than half of which represents 
increased profits from government monop- 
olies and enterprises. And I want to say 
a word or so about one or two of these 
institutions 


Execrable Telephone Service 


Among the many government monop 
olies are all the telegraph and telephone 
services, but these are not included in the 
general statement of increased revenue 
They show an increase of two million five 
hundred and seventy-four thousand yen 
all by themselves, or a total revenue of 
more than fourteen and a half millions for 
the first half of the present year 

Yet Japan has the worst telephone and 
telegraph services in the world, without a 
single exception, that I have ever encoun 
tered. It is rather astonishing, too, because 
I remember when the people were very 
proud of these systems, and with some 
degree of reason But they are govern 
ment owned; the government has had 
other use for its money and it has “let well 
enough alone” until “well enough” is 
antiquated, not to say utterly demoralized 

To get a telephone installed takes any 
where from one to three years, and even 
so it can only be done through a telephone 
broker, who charges as much as a thousand 
yen for the instrument, the use of which 


in most countries is free to the telephone 
subscriber and the property of the tele 
phone company Conditions are so bad that 
even a modified statement of the t 

















sounds like a gross exaggeratio And dur 
ing a period like the present, too, when time 
is money and the telephone an indispensable 
part of every business man's equipment 


Private telephones are naturally a uxury 


that only the very rich can afford 
According to the latest Jay an Year Book 
the number of waiting applicants for tele 
phones at the end of March, 1915, was one 
hundred and forty thousand Each of 
these applicants having deposited with 
the bureau of communications the required 
sum of fifteen yen, that bureau held in 


trust on this account more than two million 
yen. And some of those applications are 
yet to be filled! 

4 tremendous increase in the demand for 
telephones, due to the spee up of in 
dustry and the establishment thousands 
of new enterprises, has resulted in a state 
of affairs wherein the successful applicant 
is entirely at the mercy of the telephone 
broker, who, without let or hindrance from 
the authorities, is able to sell his instru- 
ments to the highest bidder 





The Leisurely Telegraph 


And at that a telephone represents a 
minimum of usefulness even after its owner 
has broken his nerves in an effort to ac- 
quire it. The operators are, almost to a 
unit, incompetent and indifferent. In many 
instances they are impertinent as well, with 
an impertinence peculiar to the poorly paid 
but insufferably conceited minor govern 


ment servant of Japan. The populace 
grinds its teeth 
From Yokohama to Tokio it is just 


eighteen miles; Yokohama is the prin 
cipal port of the country, with a popula- 
tion of four hundred thousand; Tokio is 
the capital, with tremendous business in 
terests and a population of more than two 
millions. Yet New York can get San Fran 
cisco on the long-distance telephone in less 
time than it takes Yokohama to get Tokio! 

I had an engagement one day to lunch 
with some friends at the Imperial Hotel 
in Tokio, and along about ten o'clock that 
morning more important matters presented 
themselves which made it impossible for 
me to go. I knew it would be quite all 
right if I telephoned a message to my 
hostess, so I went to the switchboard at 
my own hotel in Yokohama and asked the 
operator to get me the Imperial. Only 
eighteen miles away, mind you; and tele 
phone connection asked for between thé 
two biggest and best hotels in the empire 
Just then the manager of my hotel came 
along 

“You don't mean to tell me you are try 
ing to get Tokio on the telep! ne! h aid 

“Yes: why not?” 


‘No reason at all,” he replied if you 
happen to have the day to spar 

“But I haven't. How long will it take 

‘Oh, not more than two or three hours 
if you're lucky. But it would be much 


quicker to send a telegram 

All right I accepted his advice, wrote 
out my telegram and handed it to one of 
the clerks in the office When he saw what 
it was about he scratched his ear in a 
thoughtful kind of way and volunteered 
the information that it would probably not 
be delivered in time 

‘Better send it special,”’ he said 

What do you mean, ‘special 

‘You pay a double rate and get the 











right of way over ordinary teleg 
l paid the double rate, which amounted 
to three yer one dollar and a half—for 
fifteen words, including the address and 
signature, and my telegram was delivered 
tor very much annoyed hostess at three 
)’ k that afternoon! suppose, it ad 
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‘Lhe Ultimate ‘Truck ‘Vire 


An herculean pneumatic—so able, strong and prodigtously useful 
that we deem it the most important contribution to self-con- 
tained transportation since the adoption of rubber as a carrter. 





YOO DYEAR offers 

America in this new 

Cord Tire for Motor 

Trucks what it believes will be 

the greatest accelerator to 

motor transportation yet de- 
vised. 


It prophesies that this power- 
ful and agile carrier will endow 
the motor trucks of the country 
with a range, speed and variety 
of employment such as even 
their builders had not dreamed. 


It sees in this tire’s vast capac- 
ity and elephantine propor- 
tions the bulky shoulders of a 
new and invaluable servant to 
interior commerce. 


It puts it forth as the latest prod- 
uct of Goodyear enterprise in 
the conviction that it answers 
an imperative need of this 
future-working nation. 


In the motor truck, as in the 
railroad train, the steamship or 
the airplane, the great need is 
speed. 


Yet speed in the motor truck 
necessarily has been sacrificed 
under the handicap of that 
arch-enemy to endurance, vi- 
bration. 


Such vibration primarily ts 
caused by imperfect cushion- 
ing between the vehicle and 
the road. 


We know with the certainty 
of long and intensive expe- 
rience that the only element 
atfording perfect cushioning 
is alr. 


This Goodyear Cord Tire for 
Motor Trucks, being pneumat- 
ic, is the self-powered trans- 


port ’s seven-league boots. 


It strips from the motor truck 
every hindrance to full ef- 
ficiency, and converts it from 
a short-haul vehicle into a high- 


speed long-distance traveler. 


It does so while magnifying 
gasoline and oil mileages be- 
yond all previous experience, 
and cutting depreciation to 
the minimum. 


It does so while atlording ex- 
treme comfort to the driver, 
and the utmost protection to 


the load. 


We do not market these Good- 
year ( ord Tires for Motor 
Trucks as an experiment—they 
are the result of a fifteen year 
development. 
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They are the matured expres- 
} 


sion of an old Goodyear idea, 


! ~ 1 

brought to final success ov/y 
LAVOU verse “i é 
Cy yea? yp ra 4 - 


Right now, they are being use d 
to signal advantage on buby 
trucks in more than 200 cities 
in this country. 


\ five-ton transport regularly 
plying over a 1500-mile round- 


trip cross-country circuit, ts 


] ° } 

beating the one-way express 
_— ] ] 
service repeatedly, by a. tull 
day. 


In interurban and passenger 
service, in the delivery ot tood- 
stutls or of tragile wares, for all 
manner of sate-conduct rapid- 
transit—Goodyear Cord Tires 
for Motor Trucks are deliver- 
ing superlative service, and 
delivering it now. 

And in all such usage, by a 
speed, endurance and economy} 
previously unequaled in any 
such carrier, they fast are prov- 
ing themselves the ultimat: 
truck tire. 


The Goodyear Tire & Rubber (¢ 























If the name 


“Yale” is on it— 
it is a Yale Product 


If vou don’t see that name you can be 
a genuine y ale 
oduct. No matter what anyone says. 
Be sure you do see the name “ Yale” 
the product—it is the guarantee of 

organization that what you buy is 

ith ll i effort and apprecia- 


at skill an 
produce. 


ou are not getting 


1 of vour needs can 


Here are two “ Yale” leaders 
t Latch No. 44, 
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For sale by hardware dealers 
The Yale & Towne Mfg. Co. 
9 Fast 40th Street, New York City 
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REBELS AND REVOLUTION 


natural resources of the country, any for- 
eigner ought to be willing to loan money to 
the government. The resources are here, 
many of them still untouched, they will de- 
clare; and if foreign capital invests in Mex- 
ico it must be prepared to share prosperity 
or revolution with Mexico. I shall reserve 
the written arguments of Mexican officials 
for another article. 

The pacification of Mexico to-day pre- 
sents, in many respects, the same problem 
with which the United States Government 
had to deal after the Civil War. The Mex- 


| jean bandits are the Ku-Klux Klans of Mex- 


ico. Generals Villa and Zapata are the 
James brothers. The difference is that in 
the United States the bandits attacked 
American or national property; in Mexico 
they destroy foreign property. The most 
popular ery of the revolutionists has been 
‘Down with the foreigners who exploited 
us!”’ Thus, our neighbor south of the Rio 
Grande faces some of our problems of the 
late sixties, with the added difficulty that 
whenever the highwaymen operate in Mex- 
ico it causes an international as well as an 
internal crisis. 

The operations of Villa in the north have 
roused not only foreign business interests 
but the American people. What Zapata has 
done disturbs the Mexicans the most, though 
he, too, is opposed to foreigners. 

The Carranza Government has sent sev- 
eral military expeditions into Morelos in an 
attempt to crush Zapata. As the soldiers 
marched through the state in search of Za- 
pata’s army they met only the most peace- 
ful citizens. No one knew where Zapata 
was! No one had seen his army! Zapata 
was clever enough not to fight. He ordered 
all his soldiers to bury their arms and plow 
their fields. When the Carranza forces left, 
the army appeared; and it was and still is 
unsafe for anyone to go through the state. 
The government has attempted to stop ship- 
ments of ammunition to Zapata; but this 
has not been successful, because officers and 
soldiers in the government's army have sold 
munitions to Zapata. Now the govern- 
ment, suspicious of certain officers and men, 
is laying a trap for them; and if they are 

caught they, too, will be disciplined. 

Another demand of the revolutionists has 
been for land. Even the present govern- 
ment sympathizes with this, and the first 
endeavors of President Carranza to fulfill 
promises made during his campaign are be- 
ing made in the little belligerent state of 
Morelos. It is the smallest state in Mexico. 
When the Spaniards settled in this country 
they gave to each town and city what was 
called the ejido. This was the granting of 
one league of land round the original town or 
city limits to the inhabitants, to be worked 
by the community. 


Anti-American Sentiment 


During the development of Mexico this 
league of land has been given to outsiders 
or to farmers having property near by. 
Many citizens have lost their ejidos. This is 
particularly true in Morelos, and the good 
citizens of this fighting state want it back. 
So the present government is attempting a 
new means of pacification. It is returning 
this property to the community. Simul- 
taneously the government is announcing 


| that all political rivals who repent and swear 
| allegiance to Mexico will be pardoned. 


Though this movement is having all the 
success the government anticipated: its 
progress can only be very gradual, because 


| Zapata, like the Germans, is a propagandist. 


He is telling his followers that if they sur- 
render to Carranza they will be executed. 
He is warning the farmers that if they desert 
him they will be downtrodden by the Amer- 
icans. And the people of Morelos are sus- 


| picious of outsiders, 


This anti-American part of the propa- 
ganda is very popular. Even the present 
government, according to many Mexicans, 
is too friendly to the United States. Most 
of the newspapers of Mexico City, even 
those that are pro-Ally in their war sym- 
pathies, have a 
grudge against the 


(Continued from Page 5) 


reproductions of anti- Mexican comments in 
a certain group of American papers. These 
comments are aiding the Germans in Mex- 
ico in the most successful way. 

Redencion, another daily, seizes every 
opportunity to stir the slumbering Mexican 
against the Yankees. On August ninth it 
printed on its first page a three-column car- 
toon picturing a nude woman tied to a 
stake, representing the revolution. The fire 
that is kindled at her feet is the enemy of 
the revolution; and the fresh logs that have 
been placed on the flames are labeled Yan- 
kees, United States, Friends of the Yankees, 
and so on. Government officials who are 
friendly to the United States, such as Don 
Luis Cabrera, unofficially the Acting Secre- 
tary of the Treasury, and Don Manuel 
Amaya, officia! introducer of ambassadors, 
are also enemies. 

E!] Democrata is one of the morning news- 
papers that do not receive the Associated 
Press dispatches. Its news telegrams from 
the United States and Europe are sent to 
Mexico City from New York by the Spanish- 
American News Agency. These telegrams, 
which the United States censor, as late as 
mid-August, was permitting to pass, are 
not only iritensely pro-German but exceed- 
ingly anti-American. 


Various Trouble-Breeders 


Before the United States declared war the 
German Embassy in Washington sent a daily 
telegram to the German Minister in Mexico 
City, Herr von Eckhart. This dispatch con- 
tained the wireless news circulated by the 
German Admiralty and Foreign Office. 
When the United States declared war the 
service ceased; and an organization known 
as the Spanish-American News Agency, 
with headquarters in New York, began to 
serve El Democrata, and several news- 
papers in South America. 

La Defensa, an afternoon newspaper, an- 
nounces daily some great catastrophe to the 
United States or the Allies. Since I have 
been in the capital it has proclaimed an 
American revolution. It has announced 
the sinking of several American battleships 
and transports. It has forecast American 
intervention and printed the most astound- 
ing news about events in Washington. 
Some of this news has a basis in fact; some 
has not. 

La Defensa receives most of its telegrams 
from Nuevo Laredo, Mexico. 

The general opinion in Mexico City is 
that, as a group, the Germans are working 
very quietly. Many of the German citizens 
here are related to Americans, and they 
correspond freely with residents of the 
United States. They receive all the Amer- 
ican newspapers and magazines, and are 
able to keep themselves almost as well in- 
formed about events in the United States 
as the German Embassy in Washington was 
before diplomatic relations were broken. 
Though it is impossible to-day to send in- 
formation to Berlin from Mexico by wire- 
less, the mail route, via Cuba, is still open 
to Spain, and from that country the Ger- 
man representatives have the use of an un- 
censored wireless. 

A few weeks ago, when there were re- 
ports that German agents in Mexico were 
plotting against the United States, Presi- 
dent Carranza summoned the German 
Minister to inform him that the govern- 
ment would not permit attacks ona friendly 
government to be hatched on Mexican soil. 
The Germans to-day are working quietly, 
with but one object: They know that after 
the war, when the real fight for raw mate- 
rials and commercial supremacy will begin, 
the greatest possibilities for Germany lie in 
Mexico. That country has many of the raw 
materials Germany will need; and the 
Germans figure that it will be easier for 
German merchants to buy in Mexico, if 
that country remains neutral, than in any 
belligerent land. For this one reason alone 
it is highly in the interest of the Kaiser’s 
government that Mexico shall remain 
friendly with Berlin. 





United States. El 
Democrata prints 
articles of 
hate about the 
United States than 
any other newspa- 
per, and its arti- 


cles are mainly 


It is generally understood that one of the 
factors determining President Wilson’s po!- 
icy toward Mexico—I have not been in 
Mexico long enough to venture to pass judg- 
ment, even if I wished to—was the attitude 
of Latin America. The Carranza Govern- 
ment has been quick to recognize this, and 
now everything possible is being done to 
fuse the bonds between Mexico and South 
and Central America. Diplomats from those 
nations who have arrived in Mexico during 
my stay have been accorded the most en- 
thusiastic receptions. 

Recently the Argentine Republic sent a 
new envoy. When he arrived at Vera Cruz 
a delegation of Mexican Ministers and 
officers was sent to act as his escort to the 
capital. In the big palace at the port the 
incoming diplomat was tendered a banquet, 
at which several speeches were made about 
the value of a Latin-American Union. To 
these addresses the Argentinian replied 
that his country, too, favored such a Union. 

When the speaking had ended, a young 
general—there are many generals under 
thirty in Mexico—rose and, in a long, hesi- 
tating after-dinner speech, dec lared that he 
believed in the purposes of such a Union, 
but considered the name unfortunate. 

“I propose,” said he, “‘that we call this 
Union a Latin-Mexican Union, and leave 
American out.” 

This general was one of the group of 
anti-American army officers who are pro- 
German, and who carry round chips as 
shoulder straps. 

One would think that a government with 
so many internal problems to solve might 
be spared international perplexities. Not 
so in Mexico. Mexico’s internal! strife is the 
chief cause of her international disputes. 
There are some radical Mexicans who 
advocate the lynching of all foreigners. 
Others desire the confiscation of all forei ign 
property. This group of radicals was in- 
fluential enough at the recent Querétaro 
Convention to insert confiscatory clauses in 
the constitution. Some Mexicans will 
state that these provisions of the constitu- 
tion will be enforced some day; while others 
will remark: 

“Oh, but what is a constitution among 
friends?” 

Nevertheless, the chief obstacle to re- 
construction in Mexico to-day is the lack of 
confidence of foreign investors in the 
stability and honesty of the present gov- 
ernment. So long as there are rebels and 
grafting generals about the country, and so 
long as the present government holds prop- 
erty that was confiscated when the Con- 
stitutionalists were a de facto government, 
foreigners will be skeptical of Mexico. 


Carranza’s Forester 


President Carranza and his most trusted 
advisers know this; but they are still, to a 
certain degree, hampered by the radicals, 
who know nothing and care less about 
international obligations. Where it is pos- 
sible, the present government is returning 
confiscated property—even that belong- 
ing to the old Cientificos, the so-called 
scientific grafters of the Diaz régime. 

When the State Department sent Mr. 
George A. Chamberlain to Mexico City to re- 
open the United States Consulate General, 
he selected a house on Avenida Juarez that 
was built by Sefior Limantour, Secretary of 
the Treasury under President Diaz. The 
house at the time was occupied by General 
Urquizo under confiscation orders of the 
government. Mr. Chamberlain told the 
owners he wanted to rent the place on behalf 
of the United States Government. General 
Urquizo was ordered to vacate. When he 
turned the residence over to representatives 
of the Limantour estate, who were to rent it 
to the Consul General, the palatial home 
was in as good condition as it was when 
built, though all the beautiful furniture had 
disappeared. 

A few days ago a tree specialist, who was 
sent to Europe years ago by Diaz to study 
the scientific care and planting of trees and 

shrubs, returned to 
Mexico City. Pres- 
ident Carranza 
sent for him and 
asked him to head 
the Forestry De- 
partment of the 
government. 
(Concluded on 
Page 69 
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: The End of a 
Perfect Day 


YESTERDAY—a soiled and mussy mass! 
Topay—an attractive array of snowy, 
| white things! 

A result easily accomplished with 
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The New WHITE Soap is doing its “*bit’’ in 
thousands of American homes today ! 
A Prolonging the life of things we wear—and 
proving itself efficient in every household use! 
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VAN DYKE Model 
Gun Metal Calf—Style 1333 


McALPIN Model 
Patent Colt—Style 316 


WAUKER Model 
Vici Kid, O’Sullivan Heel 
Style 1932 


SAFETY FIRST Model 
Glazed Kangaroo (Blucher) 
Style 1925 





You Can Wear Them ‘Too 


YOUNG man sauntered out on to Fifth Avenue 


from one of the best known stores in New York. 


é He walked with that 


from knowing that he was as well 
dressed as any one he might meet. 
Occasionally he glanced in the win- 
dows at the reflection of his shoes. 
They had the look of New York—the 
look of Fifth Avenue. They looked 
well-made, trim, fashionable in a 
truly metropolitan sense. They were 
more comfortable than any shoes he 
had ever worn. He had just bought 


them. They were Bates Shoes. 


Wherever you live, you can get 
just as much pleasure and comfort 
and satisfaction from your shoes. For 
near you there is a shoe merchant 
who sells Bates Shoes. 


Their style ieadership is based on 
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assurance which comes 


wear well. 
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BATEX 


IN certain models Bates Shoes may be 
had with the new Batex Sole. 


The Batex Sole wears long, is flexible, 
noiseless and damp-proof. It is a 
fibrous product of the laboratory, with 
springy resiliency. It won’t slip on wet 
pavements, or burn or draw. With 
all its endurance and comfort it costs 
no more than leather. 
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thirty-one years of experience in combining metropolitan 
fashions with the greatest possible comfort in shoes that 


The models shown here illustrate four of the 


many styles offered in Bates Shoes. 
One of them the Bates designers 
fashioned for you. Which one is it? 
By going to the nearest Bates dealer 
you can be as fashionably fitted out 
with shoes as the man who buys his 
shoes — and wears them—on Fifth 
Avenue. 


Shall we send you 
** Shoe Life’? 


It is a new Bates publication telling how to 
make your shoes last longer and look better. 
Now that shoes are costing more, applying 
this valuable information will be a real econ- 
omy because by giving added service to 
your shoes it reduces what you spend. 


A. J. BATES CO. 
WEBSTER MASSACHUSETTS 

















Concluded from Page 66) 

These are instances that indicate a new 
policy on behalf of the Carranza Govern- 
ment. Government officials, including 
members of the Chamber of Deputies, have 
assured me that the government intends to 
return all confiscated property as soon as 
possible. However, the Carranza Govern- 
ment is still operating the tramways of 
Mexico City and all the national railroads, 
even the English road from the capital to 





years ago there were man) 
systems in Mexico C 


miserable condition 





French investors saw ssibility of cor 


solidating these lines, and the Mexicar 


Tramways Company was organized. The 


same investors to-day own the large power 


plant located about one hundred miles 
from the capital, at Necaxa. In peacetime 
this station provided all e electric power! 
and light for Mexico City, Pachuca, El 
Oro, and other cities. The Light and 
Power Company and the Tramways Com 
pany are operated as distinct corporations. 


Sometime in 1914 the Carranza forces 


“intervened” and took over the tramways 


without paying the investors interest or 
compensatior For over two vears the 


power company furnished the electricity to 
run the cars free of charge. This was con- 
fiscated property, pure and simple 
President Carranza saw that some day 
the tramways would have to be returned to 
the owners; and he was informed that if 
they were returned in their present cond! 
tion the company might claim millions of 
| 1.0f damages. Sothe President 
ousted his former grafting “‘interventor”’ 
and appointed a young engineer, Senor 
Francisco Cravioto, as director on behalf 
of the government, responsible to Mr. 
alone. Since Sefior Cravioto has 
been in office he has paid installments on 
the electric power bills amounting to forty 











thousand dollars a month, and has 


over a few hundred thousand pesos t va) 
interest on the foreign bonds, out of man: 
millions owing. Foreigners in Mexico Cit: 
to-day look forward to the time when the 


tramways will be returned to the 
and the old debts adjusted. 
This is pointed out by the most op 


foreigners as an example of the treatment 


} 


Dusiness interests may expe 


foreign 


inza Gover ment when t! 








how a willingness 
of an inciina to ert 

condemr 

assistance All problems of 

rtually rest upon the 0 | 

government receiving a loar (il 
loan, the most reliable foreigners 
capital believe that Mexico w ex 
more prosperity than it Nad ur 





Diaz régime 
minting gold and silver as fa is 
and all the banks ir ] 


ing 


so-called forced loans of gold ar 


which thev have on deposit 


These, then, are some of 


reconstruction in Mexico. The 1 
passing through a trying, tempting 
tion period. Government off iis ha\ 


ractically no experience in directi 


’ 
Every element that has in the 


tributed to failure is present in M« 


} 
business enterprises or government 
I 


day, and very few of the requiremer 


success are to be found There is 
jealousy, suspi 


the baneful in 


been appointed to ottice. 
Patriotism, sincerity, good will 
honesty and confidence are scarce 


tional « 


despite all these 1 
Carranza party is the strongest ir 





and there are on the horizon no other 


or leaders who could summon the 
that is being given to President ¢ 
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tated in this art 


ernment sought the fmends 
Central America. But the 


|’ came from one of 


In the United States it 


revolution was starte 
Dictator; and many 


ountry will tell you that the 





tf the revolution was 
mn Porfirio But there are 
aces where this not 
8 hen | rugua nas 
One of e thir the t 
jone ha _ > oh 
treets in the i 
enue San | ncisco. t 
roughi i Lh 
i yo e gover 
g the La cou es, ( 
is nged to ¢ { 
iw y G rnme 
i ita eet ne 
me atte t count 
lr the rst tay ! ‘ 
ed that it was | \ 
t of the Mexican G 
aed to nge the rt 
eets ir eir capita 
Portirio Diaz, in honor to 
f Mex ! 
Though this method of 
intrie ecognized 


| have not been abl 


ned after the United 


d or everal occasior 


ynze statue of George 


blocks from the Americar 
~ 

Plaza de Dinamarca, where 
ent of the United Stat 
rht hand extended and 


s three-cornered ha 


et, which told who t! 


been removed; and George \ 


yasser-by, might be any 


nt 


il r international heroes 


LIVE AND LET LIVE! 


t al hity pe r ent over fifty thousand Just 
let me at that pen and paper, will you? 
requested the widow ‘And I'll show you 
a dockyment that'll hold water—and sell 
ater, too.”’ 

Abruptly the old lady dispossessed Bob- 
bie of pen and chair, and, with thin lips 
clamped purposefully, wrote a new agree- 
ment in an angular but firm hand. It read, 

betwee! Helen I Hancox k, widow, of 

Wallacetown, and Robert L. Jones, single, 
of Port Judson”; and it recited among 

r ts that in case these lots were sold 


otne tac 


for more than fifty thousand dollars the 











amount in excess ol that sum was to be 
d evenly between principal and agent 
e noticed this and smiled at the 
r pertinacit) 
his time, however, the automobile 
was bat th the squire. The widow and 
Bobbie signed, the hired man and the hired 
giri Ww esse i the squire took acknow 
eC ent ind t S$ seal and there 
were Bobbie and tl idow and the widow's 
wate 0 tred pas tigt as glue 
Humph! iid Calahan Ser wher 
B f the contract on his desk Mor 
da rning. “You got a lot of foolis! 
1 ‘ Jone hen it comes to bar 
ng up the » tres I tell you there’s 
hing t ‘ lot \ now and 
never W and never w be while you and 















\ptu : ssed the 
tract 1 ) ne ile nout ever a 
giance at it 
Disappointe but u Bobbie 
ed } les a corne 1 the out 
, , irew from his pocke he pr 
t new nipbullding Ds rat 
the plant t t h was to be located som« 
where ver Delaware-way, n to 
idy it. It was pure stock-selling propa- 
ganda, s prospectus; and, therefore, 
discussed with force and ingenuity all 


elements in a shipbuilding enterprise neces- 
sary to the making of profits for its stock- 


holders. One of the things dwelt upon was 
locatior Bobbie conned particularly all 
this prospectus said about location—of the 


advantages of short rail hauls, of deep- 
water approach, of proximity to labor 
supply, and so on. With a glow of exulta- 
n the young man saw that, judged by 
map distances, Port Judson possessed all 
these advantages in greater degree 

Next came actual figures—a delving into 
transportation costs on lumber, coal and 


Continued from Page 12 


steel. Bobbie even computed the 


bringing fuel oil from Mexico. Some 
these figures he got from the transport: 
companies and some of them from 


books of Daniel Lathrop 
“What are you driving at 
low?” the old man inquired, wit}! 
habit of peering round the ends 
glasses 
Drusilla,” answered Bobbie 
challenge in his tone 
Daniel grinned dryly 
If you had as much persistence 
ness as you’ e got in love a 
old mar 
“Mr. Lathrop,” interrupted 
eagerly; “if | make five t 
this year will you let me! 
“If you show up Mart (¢ 


¢ 








bargall conditioned long-memorie 


el with a twinkle Then I’ 
a tuff t 





itl if you ) at 
from Old Martin a 
are 


Mr. Calahan for?” de 





Cousin Helen! What d 


about Cousin Heler 





going to sell her wate 1 
pbuilding plant, eX} ‘ 

t ’ ‘ ry 
remar t 

but ne 








declared Bobbie recklessly 
‘*Are, eh?” observed Daniel w 


1ose skeptical laughs t 


ditierent from the same sort of me 


when echoing from the leather 
Calahan & Sor 
Mauger the laughter, nowever, 


went on with his campaign of prepa 


which, at this time, included the 
of all newspaper stories of shi 
organizations. There were at least 
new corporation births announced 


week; and Bobbie, checking up t 


ions of these plar ts, so far as give 


a cursory study of their advantages 
compared with Port Judson. Suct 


parisons were always encouraging; 


young man made eager note of the names 
executive officers and their addresses 





It was while about this work tha 
noticed it gave him a feeling quite 
from any he had experienced befor 
longer was he a mere middleman taking t 
off the traffic of others; he was 





whe 


you and Cousin He 


mmething He was going 
lanufacturing industry 
e only tide flats had been before 


is going to make a snug little addition to 
e fortune of a widow; he was going to add 
great business and untold wealth to the 
wn of his nativity; going to supply w 
erein for many more men; 
lly he was going to make the 


galow site for Drusilla 


This new sense of dignity and importan« 


irming in his breast emboldened 


the ourse of two weel 
1 being completed anc 

out of the trenches 
ays’ leave of absence > 


mm yn basis nov 


Wand 
time that was lost, Martin Calal 





! eg k p 
e® young man immediat 
Mr. Cobham?” Bobt 
it ht about P rt 
’ Judsor eve 
Le ! it ‘ nnecti n 
rhis answer was bl 
n who gave and it 
ia A an and 
at im! rtant aenot 
Mr ( bhar idjuste 
ig ed while Bobbi« 
of ympasses on P 
yent the ther leg round 
e genliemal itter Df 
€s important to shipt 
weep included. Wher 
musliy in essed B 
rr es more ind, r 
ded more Then B 
map a little sheet of t 
that gave data as to tide 


and prevailing wind 
his compilations of trar 
Bobbie read from some of 
pushing map and memorar 


»snham, he said 


Investigate Port Judson.” 


I will investigate it,” 


ian with the horn spectas 


Centinued on Page 73 












: Oh-Thomas 


‘Take these shoes over to 
the repair man 
to put on a pair ol 


cATS PAW 


CUSHION 


RUBBER HEELS 


Don't torget th it name 
the kind with the 





feel safer on the street 





ER 
ey, 


Non SLI? 


fateTt Mei aae 
ER RUBBER rp 








FOSTER RUBBER COMPANY 


105 Federal Street 
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1ese Srad 


Iz manufacturer who 


trade-marks his output 
obligates himself to maintain 
quality that his reputation 
may continue to be an asset. 


September 22, 1917 


hen Cooper of Bennington invented the spring 
needle machine he gave the world a fabric un- 
equaled for underwear. With this as a founda- 
tion there has been builded the greatest influence in 
the knit goods field. Nothing has been omitted to 
make the product of this institution all that can be 
asked for in durability, elasticity, style, fit and finish. 


OQOOPER’ 
BENNINGTON 





Spring Needle Underwear 


The mile of extra yarn knit into 
Cooper’s Spring Needle Fabric adds a 
year of durability to the garment. ‘The 
fine, close stitch provides “‘the stretch that 
springs back.’’ This is the one material 
that yields to every change in position and 
never binds or draws. 


The new shoulder insert gives Cooper's 
Bennington the extra five inches of body 
room required when sitting down and 
saves the garment itself from strain and 
adds to its life. 


The French collarette retains its shape, 


never too tight or too loose. The 
closed crotch is the last word in one- 
piece underwear comfort and conven- 
ience; the flat lock seam is stronger and 
prevents any chafing or irritation. And 
there is a price range to suit every purse 


In short, Cooper’s-Bennington, the 
garment, like the store where it is offered 
for sale and like the label always found 
in it, represents the highest form of 


1s 


service 


Black Cat Textiles Co. 


Makers 
Branc 
New York, 1107 Broadway 


Boston, 63 Chauncey Street 


of Black Cat Reinforce 


h Warehouses 


1 Hosiery for All the Famih 
at 

Fifth Avenue 
7 Sansome St 


Chicago, 237 § 


San Francisco, 5 
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Guarantee Quality 


7] be SUTEe of value, the 
thinking buyer will insist 

. + Bh 
on goods of RNOWN origin- 


trade-marked products of 


unvarying quality. 


or thirty years the manufacturers of Black Cat 
have made, and Black Cat dealers have offered 
the public, a hosiery of unfailing service. Men, 


women and children have learned to expect a quality 
which never deviates from a fixed high standard. 
Black Cat reputation has become not only a great 


asset but a great responsibility. 





WSlack Car 


Reinforced Silk Hosiery 


Fine gauge knitting, correct shaping, 
and pure silk give women’s styles the 
unwrinkled fit and sheer luster essential 
to fine appearance. Double reinforce- 
ment in toe and sole, high spliced heels, 
and non-tearing, flare-top garter hem 
add the wear resistance for which Black 
Cat is famous 


In men’s hose, extra threads woven 
into sole, toe and heel give durability. 
No holes! No darning! Comfort and 
dressiness supreme, extra elasticity to save 


the strain of putting on—and a ribbed 
top that won't tear. 

In children’s stockings, three-ply 
knees—two extra threads knit in—fortify 
against play-wear. ‘Toes and heels rein- 
forced with extra threads make a stocking 
of triple service, and give mother emanci- 
pation from the darning basket 

When a merchant offers you Black Cat 
hosiery you have proof that he buys and 
sells on a basis of true values and not 


big profits. 


Black Cat Textiles Co. 


Makers i Ce per’s-Benn 


ngton Underwear jor Men 


Ps 


Kenosha and Sheboygan, Wisconsin 


and Bennington, Vermont 
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Insist 


on Wilson Sporting and 
Athletic Goods 


ILSON sporting and athletic goods are unshakably 
established in the good opinion of the best players in 
every game and sport, and the leading dealers all over the country. 








This good opinion has been earned because Wilson goods live up 
to every statement and every promise we make. 
+ & & 


The Thos. E. Wilson trademark means that whatever you buy is 
better from the very start—better even before it is made. 


To begin with we have first choice of raw materials from our parent 
institution, the $30,000,000 organization of Wilson & Co. 


Thos. E. Wilson & Co. products are designed by expert, experienced 
players, and made by intelligent people who appreciate that quality 
must be in workmanship as well as in materials. 

The Wilson trademark is better as an investment, because we rely 
upon the squareness of the American sportsman and unconditionally 
guarantee all Wilson goods. 


When you pick out your football, basket 
ball, skating, hockey, gymnasium and other 
sporting and athletic goods, insist upon the 
Thos. E. Wilson & Co. trademark shown 
above. 

Insist on it for your own benefit — for the 
greater value Wilson goods give for the 
money -—for the actual help they are to you 
in your game or sport. 


Go to the dealer who sells Wilson sport- 
ing and athletic goods. If your dealer does 
not handle them, write us and we will either 
get him to supply you or direct you to one 
who will. 


Ask any man or woman who has used 
Wilson goods. Then you will appreciate 
all the more why the leadership of the 
Wilson line is so solidly established. 


Why the Wilson J4 Basketball Has Been Adopted as ‘‘Official’’ 


At the National A. A. U. Championships the Wilson J4 Basketball was adopted as the “Official” ball. 
Many of the country’s most prominent universities and colleges have found it to be the fastest ball made. 


Read These Endorsements From Famous College Coaches 
(Handreds of similar letters are in our files) 


—_—— —— 





—_—___——_, 
University of Utab 

Your basket ball is 
worthy of the highest 
commendation and your 
football retains its shap-: 
regardless of the hardest 
use. * 


N. H. Norgren, Coach 


University of Indiana : 
We 
particular ment 


the 


| University of Wisconsin 
j Thos. E. Wilsor foot 
' 


University of Iilinow 


Satisfactory in ever ise Wilson equip 
t amd basket balls n preferen a's 
¢ proven satisfactory 


particul 


n eve lar Ralph Jones, Gay S. Lowman, 
| John R. Richards 


Coach Coach 





TO DEALERS—T"ere is good territory still open. Write or wire us. Our 


co-operative policy. means prompt shipments, prompt replies 
to letters —and that we will not open a store in your town after you have built up the 
business and we will help you sell the goods. 


Partial List of Products of the Nine Big Wilson Factories 
W ilson “Official” Intercollegiate and College Foot Balls, Intercollegiate Head Harness, Football Pads, Football Pants, Footbal! 
Shoes, Wilson “Official” Intercollegiate Basket Ball, Basket Ball Nets, Outdoor Basket Ball Outfits, Jerseys, Sweaters, 
Field Sport Coats, Class Hats and Pennants, Elastic Bandages, Athletic Stockings, Indoor Base Balls, 
Volley Balls and Nets, Medicine Balls, Hand Ball Gloves, Boxing Gloves, Striking Bags, Gym Middies, 
Suits and Shoes for Women and Girls. Wilson Skating Shoes for Men and Women. 
Tennis Equipment. Wilson Golf Equipment, etc., etc. 





Use this coupon and get our handsome new fail 

catalog — an authoritative publication filled ,4 

with accurate illustrations and descriptions. ee 
SS e@ eae emt Se eS Se ee SS oe 


THOS, E. WILSON & CO., Dept. SP-9, Chicago, Ill. 
Please send me free—the Wilson Fall Sport 


ing and Athletic Catalog 


Check here for Coach Richards U 
Book *‘ How to Play Football 


of W. #3 


Wilsen products used by U. S. Government. 


We have created a special department for furnishing Army Officer 
Equipment 


Send for free catalog of Puttees, Shoes, Uniforms, Shirts, Hats, Sweaters, Jerseys and Leather Vests. 


©  tThos.k.Wilsonso. 


Sporting Goods and Army Supplies CHICAGO 


5 “3 %. 


. . 


Check here if you wish to be put in touch 
with nearest Wilson dealer 


Give me particulars regarding the following p43 


Zz 


Address 


ee ee ese oe ese oe se ee 
+} 


see a 3 % x 


sommes cave eee 


2.38 
17 








(Continued from Page 69 

quiet directness as made Bobbie know that 
the sprawling mixture of seaport and man- 
ufacturing town was in for the double-o 
from a pair of eyes that wouldn't miss much 
of what was on the surface—or under it 
either. 

“There’s my card,” 
ing him the business Bristol of 
son 


said Bobbie, hand- 
Calahan & 
“Presented by Robert L. Jones.” “If 
you like Port Judson, and get down to con- 
sidering sites there, come and see me.” 

‘Il will,” said Mr. Cobham, a 


t 
memorandat 








the card by a clip to the 
the map. 


Iphia, 
pt 


In the course of three 
big city and in Philade 


fc ur more prospective sh 








about the same sort ol interviews wit! 
them. Then he went back to Px Judson 
and waited. That week’s waiting was 
longer than any year, Bobbie all the while 
trying honestly to sell lots in the Westerr 
Addition. But could he be expected to 


keep from running back to the office 
nour or order to case a 
gentleman from New Yor} iired for him? 

Not that he mentioned such a possibility 
at the office. He mere] 
about. When no such c ame his fai 
ran low, and he dropped down to the water 
front to pumped freshly f 
siasm by Captain Elkins 
saw Drusilla, and at 
out for a look at the 
moonlight 

Sut early in the 
two-sheet daily announced, 


every 


so, i be there in 


contrived to be 





be enthu- 





- ‘ 
least twice they went 


bungalow si 
econd week 


out 





sky, that Mr. Allen, of the Hennepin Ship 
building Company, was in Port Judsor 


looking for a site for their new plant. Bob- 
bie crowed exultantly, but with silencer 
carefully adjusted. Remembering Mr. Allen 
well, he hung round the office all day wait- 
ing for that gentleman to When he 





ler 
n 


call 
did not Bobbie began to keep a suspik is 
eye on the comings and goings of both the 
Calahans, but there was nothing to indi- 
cate that they had heard from Mr. Allen 
or considered his visit to the town one of 
any moment to themselves 
Under the circumstances Bobbie cor 

ducted himself with commendable 


restraint 
He did not rush off to Mr. Allen’s hotel. He 


did not attach himself to the coat-tails of 








any who were entertaining that gentiemc: 
He waited. Even when he knew Mr. Alle 
was being luncheoned by the Board of 
Trade, a function Bobbie might easily have 
attended, that young n his growing 
sagacity, decided not to be present. If Mr 
Allen wished to try to p him the double 
cross, all right for > Allen! 

One thing was sure vhen the } nt 
of the Hennepin Company undertook to 
yurchase the one desirable site in the 


Judson tidewater 

ave to walk through the 
& Son and inquire of a per 
As a matter of 
the luncheon Mr. Aller 
apprising his hosts as 
had deve loped serious intentions re gardir g 
blushing Port Judsor 








{r. Allen’s visit had one result, how- 
ever, which to Bobbie was both an gand 
gratifying. This was a sudden q kening 
of interest in water-front property These 
wide lats, which the day be 
fore d no owners begar all 
at once sand names attached 
For Sz i n al lir t ns oF 
the ese prazel! the 
Hancocl} int cruising 
vill y % l n ters motor 
boat, snagged it out with the anchor c} 
and let it go ingloriously out with the tide 

The latter part of the same week ar 


nother ship- 










other gentleman, 
Dullding organiz: 
was automobiled 
banqueted by the 





one person at least the game began to grow 
exciting. But this second visitor also de- 
parted without declaring his intentions, 
without seeing Calahan & Son, and without 


That young man was 


inquiring for Buvbie 
not so surprised this time or so chagrined. 
Instead, he wore a knowing smile. Old Mar- 
tin Calahan had conceded a long while be- 
fore that Bobbie was bright; and it looked 
as if he were in a fair way to demonstrate it, 
for prices on tidewater lands were steadily 
mounting. 

Bobbie was now sure of getting thirty 
thousand dollars for the Hancock property, 
and thirty thousand meant the bungalow 
site. By day he kept a watchful eye upor 
the Calahans; by night he and Captain 
Elkins busied themselves in hauling up 
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signs from the Hancock waters and giv 
them to the ebb. 

Sunday was a day of calm; but Monday 
the excitement broke out afresh, for it 


ing 


was 


learned that another shipbuilder was ir 
town. This day everybody was talking 


tidewater lots, even Calahan & Sor 

**We've been caught with one foot a 
this water-lot busir Ber 

heard Old Martin confess grudging], but 


it’s not too late to clean up on it yet 


on 

















And then the door of the private ‘ 
was shut; but through its glazed uy 
half father and son were visib huge 
heads together, conferring long and hop 
fully 

Had the full facts been kr n, Port Ju 
son must nave been n ex ed 1 t 
vas, lor not e butt g mer 
were in 1ts midst The t a Wa \ 
Cobham. The first had come commor 
by railroad train ar ! ediate 
covered and pounced upon; but Mr. ¢ 
ham came in grandly in his yacht, the I} 
which dropped anchor a ut noon in the 
stream and heeied her sleek and g le g 


sides gently to the breeze 


Mr 


afte 
vn 

man he ws 
of Callahan 
gone 

te t 

nur 
strategy 
and 








and t 
Par 
portan ! 
ham out at ones An automobile ride was 
first proposed to give him the f the 
nd and show him where, four mile 
tant, that competing line of railroad might 
be tapped Next on the program Ww a tlrip 






































n Captain Elkins’ boat; but Bobbie had 
arnea somet ng about hur re 
V nile selling iots to mecnal S al rn | 
tradesmen which he suspected mig! y 
apply to the more august human wher 
buying manufacturing sites \ rd 
he instructed Captain Elkins, by telephone 
to the saloon across the way from the pD 
chandlery, to meet them witl nis boat a 
mile down the river From there the t 

e back way » the est rv } ' ns of 
a small arm of t tide that ran behind the 

Phis strate brought them to the 
‘ properties fir ar there 
lots of room in there and a huge area to b« 
considered, Bol ‘ t expatiat } ! t 
merits of each a1 nge g long in ar 
ing Mr. Cobham’s questior so manas 
that it was dark when they got 
where the Hancock tract 
see it satisfactorily thougn ¢ if 
Visible to raise expecta r 

“There s another } mx r ff here 
on our left,” said Bobbie thatI w j 
t ee in the morning. It’s ‘ e I've 
really had in mind for you, but | gh 
I'd save your time b etting ey ne 
other properties first It’s t en t ul 
ol the objectior ou nave ged aga 
them 

Mr. Cobham darted longing eye to the 
darkness and it was } n he wish he 
could see it nov fobbie perceive } 
but was undisturbed by it. He é ed 
from Mr. ¢ nar enough t I é r 
that the gentleman had deterr é 
locate at Port Judson if a tis! t 
so far raised to the propertie how? 
vinced the eager Salesman that he w lid 
buy the Hancock tract on sight 

This was enough to make that young 
adventurer sanguine but something else 
occurred Just then to make him wild eX 
cited. It was the fact that just whe 
wid moment, he was entertal I 
tion that Mr. Cobham might Di 
as much as fifty thousand d the 
Hancock property, the shipbuilder ir 
mated with perfect frankness that he would 
go as high as one hundred t isand to get 
what he wanted Judson. 

Bobbie nearly fell out of the boat. One 
hundred thousand fifty more than fif 
thousand, and fifty per cent of fifty t! 
sand was twenty-five thousand, which, plus 
ten per cent of that first fifty tho r 
meant thirty thousand dollars in comn 
sions for Calahan & Son. Of this Bobbi« 
sixty per cent would be eighteen tl 


sand—not eighteen hundred any 
eighteen thousand! There wa 
low site, and the bungalow 
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furnishings, including Drusilla; ar 
was left a nice little opener {i rare 
business of his own! 

The aspiring young man hugged 
tightiy in the dark 1 came it 
ecgtasy just in time t hear Mr. ( 
inviting him to dinne aboard t 
That was the most appe ng : t 
dinner of Bobbie's re lectior al 
because fror Sout ( gar 
uw he choicest and st appealir 
such a list of viands exp 
gourmet cou ‘ iw d . 
ordered t eless be ‘ the 
mer ft these neweée nd 
ar | B ‘ rue p 
nave Hee I v ~ | a 
impres n tne i 

Pa g from M 
promise t . 
Bobbie we ling 
cnhangea ‘ t ‘ ttol 

it found ere r 
office awaiting t He re é 
est e en n tne 

e-fifteer é g. M 
nan wa ne i 
to be at W 

Who's that you t t 
afternoor he dema 
toy of his glass« n 
a judge addressing a crin é 

“Why, Mr. ¢ r fthe W 
building Corporat ex} ‘ 
easily 

How long you } ! 

“All e afternoor 

We 1 young ) ind Mr 
nan s mpilexion Of paste and Ire 
denly grew red right u o ¢ ‘ 
want you t indersta tnat er 
osition of that size comes rou! 
to handle it ourselve It me 
to take the ance Ol ar nexperie 

e you §] ng the gra 
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i 15 Labor-Saving Conveniences 
: Women Have Always Wanted 
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YOUR every want is anticipated 
in this marvel of kitchen comfort! 


z 


a 0 
Cabinet Combines 


All These Star 


Features 
No. | 


Bin 
No, 2— Automatic Base Shelf Ex- 
tender in lower cupboard 
No. 3 
No. 4 


~ Automatic | ow ering Flour 


Ant-proof Casters 

Gravity Door Catches 

No. 5—Porceliron Work Table 

No. 6—Dovetailed Joints and 
Rounded Corners 

No. 7 
Proot 

No. 8-—All oak 

No. 9—Oil Hand-Rubbed finish. 
Withstands steam in kitchen. 

No. 10—Full Roll Open Front 

No. 1 1—Roller Bearings for Ex- 
tension Work Table 


No. 12 Commodious 


False Top in Base — Dust 


Kitchen 


HY do you buy a kitchen cabinet? Think! 

Don't you buy it to save work? Of course 

you do. Then consider carefully the supe- 

rior labor-saving features of the Sellers ‘‘ Special.” 

This new Sellers ‘Special’ has 15 long-wanted 

features that never before have been combined 

in any one cabinet. Things which women have 

always missed; conveniences that eliminate every 

needless move—every bit of extra work—and 

make, for the first time, perfect cabinet conven- 
ience, are here. 


The Automatic 
Lowering Flour Bin 


The first cabinet with a built-in Flour Bin and 
Sifter was hailed as a Godsend. But lifting heavy 
sacks of flour to the top of the cabinet, to fill the 
flour bin, took all the joy out of the convenience. 

So in this marvelous new Sellers “‘Special’’ we 
have a new creation—the Automatic Lowering 
Flour Bin. 


This feature alone has won thousands of house- 
wives. It’s the most important labor-saving im- 
provement ever made in Kitchen Cabinets. And 
no other cabinet has it! We own the patents. 


Other Long -Wanted 
“Sellers” Features! 


See how we save this labor in the new Sellers 
** Special "> 

When you open the lower cupboard door, our 
patented Base Shelf Extender automatically 
brings the shelf out with it. All pots and pans 
are in plain view. You can quickly select the 
one you need from where you sit. That's real 
convenience. 

Then look at the guaranteed, pure white, sani- 
tary, Porceliron Extension Work Table. It’s a 
typical Sellers refinement—which all women 
have wanted. 

Notice, too, the Ant-Proof Casters—a patented 


YY I a a a a 


« 


aff! Uf. 


Sellers idea. They positively prevent ants from 
crawling up into the cabinet. The Sanitary Base 
Construction!! The Full Roll Open Front which 
leaves the table free of doors!! The Steam-proof 
Finish— White Enamel Interior—and a dozen of 
other features that will delight any woman's 
heart. Read them all to the left. 


Combined for the First Time 
In Any Cabinet! 


The most important of these innovations are Sellers exclusive 
creations! No other cabinet has them. This master Sellers “Special” 
is the only cabinet that offers you all these labor-saving helps. 

This Sellers “‘Special’’ is, we believe, the most nearly perfect cabi- 
net ever built. Holds 300 to 400 necessary articles within arm's 
reach of where you sit at the work table. Every move is anticipated 

everything made more convenient and easier than ever before. 

And long years of service are guaranteed by the high quality of 
materials and superior “Sellers’’ construction. 


The quickest way to prove how much more 
the Sellers “Special’’ offers at the same 
cost is to compare it with other cabinets! 


DEALERS! The exclusive “‘Sellers’’ Agency in your town 


© will be very profitable to you. Only a few 
open territories are available. Better write for our proposition at once. 
USE THE COUPON AT LEFT 


Linen Drawer 
No. 13—White Enameled Interior 


—— upper section 


A gentle pull brings it down level with the table 
top. Filling is done without effort. Then a little 
c. ai eae, eee start, with your finger, and it swings noiselessly 
No. 14—Sanitary Leg Base Con- back into place. 

eraceen The “Sellers” bin holds 50 Ibs. 
No. 15—Glass Drawer Pulls you duplicate that? 


and 32 other features 


Where can 
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? See the Wonderful Automatic 
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Lowering Flour Bin- 
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‘ No other Cabinet has this 
* long-desired feature! 


ERE this the only advantage in 
the new Sellers ‘Special’ thou- 
sands of women would prefer it. 










But it is only one of many features 
that women want only one feature that 
assures better results with less labor 
and in less time than ever before. 





So important do we consider the new 
Sellers “‘“Special’’ that we are going to 
demonstrate it nationally to thousands 
of women during 


Sellers 


Cabinet Week 
Oct 12 to Oct. 6# 


See your local dealer at this time. Have him dem- Sellers Cabinets Cost No More ' Than Ordinary Cabinets 
y onstrate each feature of the Sellers “‘Special."’ Learn z 7 


all about it! Compare it critically with any other cabi- MAIL 
i net. Compare the prices. If you do we know you will COUPON 


select this wonderful new Sellers ‘Special. 


Tika b.&. @.6 0.0.0 0 © @ ¢ 


Sellers “Special” 


Has the patented Automatic Lowering Flour Bin and other features listed 
70 inches high on Ant-Proof Casters. 42 inches wide. 38x41 inch working 
surface when table is fully extended. Most complete Kitchen Cabinet ever designed 
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} . . . : Tells all about the “‘Good Housekeeping E-ficiency I, ive MEALS 
h During this national exhibition pe vee OT oles Kitchen.’” Describes in detail the distinctive labor saving ot mutter £ 
event of its kind ever planned, most dealers will offer features of the Sellers “Special.” ) by Conlon 
special inducements. Some will sell on attractive in “ 
| ; ; We will also include ‘2! Inexpensive Meals,’ prepared by 
4 credit arrangements; others for $1.00 down and $1.00 pe 
} ape Wy Constance E.. Miller, A. D. E. These are menus for a whole 


week — with recipes and information about the use of inex " 

Be sure you see this Sellers “‘Special’’ before you pensive cuts of meats, etc. Every woman should have this ; 
buy any cabinet. If you don’t know the local Sellers book. Send no money. Merely mail the coupon completely \ 
Dealer mail the coupon below. filled in and we will send booklet free of charge \ 


G. I. SELLERS & SONS CO., 1005 Thirteenth St., Elwood, Indiana 





Housewives 
Mail This coupon! 


t.. Elwood, Ind 






a lowna ‘_abmet 
4? Date purchased 
a 


in your ca. 





If you have no cabinet check here 





MACHINE BOOKKEEPING 


in a RETAIL STORE saves time, 
abolishes errors and pleases 
customers with neat, machine- 
written.machine-atcurate state- 
ments: 

[Experience of Miller Grocery Co. Cincinnati) 


ER-VAWTER 


ie NY 
AICKE ETE TRAYS 


the choice of 
AJORITY of Fen = + Do 
eeping users —- proof they a 
the best. 
Don't blindiy imagine that your 
business is “not large enough” 
for machine bookkeeping. 





Thousands: of businesses your 
size — retailers, wholesalers, 
manufacturers, etc., use it. 
Learn how they attain accuracy, 
speed, neatness, more details 
about their sales—and save 
rmoney besides! 


Write Dept. M, either factory 
Benton Harbor, Mich., Holyoke,Mass. 


Seles Offices in 42 Cities 
Salesmen Everywhere 


BAKER -VAWTER Company 
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(Continued from Page 73) 
had ceased to be Bobbie. He was Robert 
L. Jones now, roused and dangerous, yet 
speaking with calmness and a self-control 
that deceived Calahan entirely. 

“Do you mean to say, Mr. Calahan, that 
you would do me out of my share in the 
commission on this deal after I worked up 
the whole thing myself?” 

Mr. Calahan, immeasurably assuaged by 
seeming to get the reins into his own hands 
so easily, looked hurt beyond words. 

“Why, certainly not, Bobbie! In case 


| I make the sale I intend to take care of you 


all right for your part in the transaction.” 
“How much?” demanded Robert L. 
Jones, thoroughly skeptical now. 
“Why ”—and the old man hemmed in his 
throat and hitched in his chair—“‘if we sell 


| for fifty thousand dollars or better I’ll give 


you an even five hundred. That’s more than 
you've earned in the last two months and 
it’ll be big pay for your time and trouble. 
Want it in writing?” 

Mr. Calahan dipped his pen, for he was 
anxious to propitiate Bobbie as fully as 
possible, since he should need him on the 
morrow. 

“No! No!” 
word is as good as your bond, 
han.” 

“Course it is!’ agreed Mr. Calahan, 
throwing down the pen, too obtuse and too 
intent upon his own designs to suspect his 
young agent of sarcasm. ‘What time is 
breakfast?” 

“Eight,” reported Robert L. 

**Meet you at the dock at seven-thirty, 
announced Mr. Calahan, with no qualms 
whatever at having invited himself. 

“Very well, sir,”’ re plie -d Jones, and went 
out, plotting deeply. “Won't he get a jar 
that will stand him on his head though?” 
he inquired of himself between clenched 
teeth as he went up the street. “‘Won’t I 
give him the razz? Yes; you bet I will!” 

So Bobbie to himself; and so Bobbie to 
Drusilla half an hour later, when she had 
listened first to his narrative, with smoking 
eyes, and then to his plan, with cheeks 
aglow and a little squeal of delight. 

“Oh, Bobbie! Won't that be wonder- 
“I’m so proud of you!” 

In this pride she had to slip away and tell 
her father. He, in his surprise and gratifi- 
cation at the prospect, had to come puffing 
oeend the corner of the piazza, the headlight 
of his cigar heralding his approach through 


said Robert L. Jones. “‘ Your 
Mr. Cala- 


| the darkness. 


““Good for you, lad!” Mr. Lathrop de- 
clared, shaking hands with unwonted cor- 
diality. ‘You know, Robert, I’m getting 
to have a good deal more respect for you 
than I used to have—since this shipbuild- 
ing business. Bless my soul if I thought 
you had spunk enough to fight a flea!” 

But while Bobbie plotted and gloated 
there was counterplot as well. Perhaps an 
hour after he left the office of Calahan & 
Son, Ben had entered in a state of consider- 
able exuberance. 

‘It’s all right, father,’”’ he croaked. 
** Foote will pay a hundred thousand for the 
Hancock property. He’s half paralyzed for 
fear Cobham will beat him to it.” 

*‘Sure you've got him fast tillto-morrow? 
“T just put him to bed t” declared Ben. 
**Good boy, Bennie!”’ approved Calahan 
Senior. “Now you hike out for Wallace- 
town. Take an auto—the trains don’t run 
right. So you take an auto; and you'll have 
to ride all night, but you get there. Get 
hold of the widow and buy the property 
outright. Pay her twenty thousand dollars 
for it if you have to; though, if she hasn't 
heard anything you might get it for ten, 
maybe, unless Jones got her expectations 
all roused up when he butted in. Go as 
high as fifty if you have to—and that’s our 
limit; it’s all we dare risk. Here’s a thou- 
sand dollars to pay down and tie her up.” 
“I'll land her, dad,” said Ben eagerly as 
he laid the pac ket of yellowbac ks lovingly 
in his wallet. ‘Holy mackerel, but I wish 
I was going to be here to-morrow morning 
to see you play off Cobham against Foote! 
You've got to work fast, though, or Dodge 
will pin that Morrison property on Foote.” 

“‘Cobham’'s crowd has the most money,” 
said Martin. “I'll use Foote to run the 
price up on Cobham, and then let the short 
man drop out.” 

“Wise old dad!” laughed the son, show- 
ing some buck teeth. ‘ Well, me for Wal- 
lacetown!”’ 

Ben hurried out to hunt a garage; but 
the hours he put in racing madly through 
the night Robert L. Jones passed in tran- 
quil happiness in his bed. He didn’t sleep; 
but neither did he toss. He lay like a man 
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in a trance, waiting for some glorious 
ecstasy to come upon him. He reached the 
dock at seven-twenty next morning and 
was almost afraid that Martin Calahan 
might not be there. 

As a matter of fact, Martin did at the 
last moment debate seriously whether he 
should go or not. His disposition was to 
wait till he could hear from Ben and be 
assured that he, through a contract of sale, 
was the owner of the Hancock property, 
with information, also, as to what it had 
cost him. 

On the other hand, a certain strain upon 
his conscience, hardly as strong as guilt, 
but tending in that direction, made him 
fear that he might somehow lose Cobham 
if he didn’t fasten to him now. Besides, if 
Ben was unable to buy, nothing could alter 
that fact at this late date; and, anyway, 
Calahan & Son stood to reap ten per cent 
commission on the sale. With the price 
climbing steadily, this was likely to create 
an emolument that in itself would be very 
nice. The thing, therefore, was that he 
should sell to Cobham, and sell high. 

Accordingly Martin sent word to Foote, 
at his hotel, to meet him at his office at 

eleven o'clock; and, anxious and somewhat 
distracted by the several irons in his fire, 

but crafty and determined, he prese nted 
himself at the boat landing. 

Mr. Cobham welcomed Mr. Calahan 
cordially, seeming to regard his entry into 
the transaction at this point as entirely 
natural, and from that moment Robert L. 
Jones played the rdéle of a silent but gloat- 
ing partner. Hating his principal now with 
an intensity at least as great as the loyalty 
he had formerly felt for him, annoyed and 
irritated by the coarseness, the vapid jokes 
and hoary witticisms with which he 
sprinkled Mr. Cobham’s perfect breakfast, 
Bobbie, nevertheless, had to confess that 
as a salesman Mr. Calahan was decidedly 
there. But Mr. Cobham made it evident 
that he was also among those present when 
it came to driving a wedge into a bargain. 
In consequence Robert L. found both en- 
tertainment and instruction in watching 
these two seasoned traders square off for 
action. 

The shipbuilder’s air had _ entirely 
changed the moment he ceased to be a host 
in his own luxurious cabin. His manner 
became that of one who was dissatisfied 
with what he had found in Port Judson, and 
who never expected to be contented again 
until the Ibis had weighed her anchor. 

Nevertheless, when they had passed 
under the railroad bridge and began to 
skirt that portion of the Hancock property 
which lay above high tide and afforded 
firm approach to the country road that 
might in a short time become a city street, 
Mr. Cobham, gazing raptly over the star- 
board bow, could not help betraying his 
satisfaction and delight. Though his lips 
were tightly clamped, except to ask an 
occasional question, the answer to which 
was invariably received with a noncom- 
mittal grunt, the gray eyes glinted pleasur- 
ably as his quick mind matched one detail 
after another of the situation to the needs 
of his enterprise. 

But Calahan, also, was maintaining a 
pose. His remarks continually indicated 
that he was only half convinced that Mr. 
Cobham was in earnest about Port Judson, 
and presently he ventured to intimate that 
that gentleman might not wish to pay the 
price which would be demanded for suitable 
prope rty. 

*Price?” blustered Mr. Cobham, in- 
veigled into swelling with conscious pride 
in the millions back of him. 

Calahan ignored the challenge in this 
ejaculation, going on calmly and menda- 
clously to remé ark: 

“We've been offered one hundred and 
fifty thousand dollars for part of this tract, 
but I’ve advised the owner not to break it 
up. 

Robert L. Jones looked at Mr. Calahan 
in mingled contempt for his baseness and 
admiration for his audacity. 

“It’s none too large as it is,” 
Cobham. 

‘Three hundred and fifty thousand is 
what I expect to get the widow for these 
water lots,”’ confided Mr. Calahan. 

Mr. Cobham emitted a sound like the 
gurgling of steam pipes. 

‘Take me back to the y 


grudged 


racht!” he called 
out brusquely to the chauffeur of his motor- 
boat. 

Mr. Calahan removed the cigar from 
his mouth and, with slightly parted lips, 
scrutinized the face of Mr. Cobham as if 
studying the weather. 
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*‘Seen enough?” he inquired presently 

“Enough to know I’m not going to be 
held up to any such a tune as that!” 
snapped Mr. Cobham shortly. 

“Oh, well,” suggested Mr. Calahan dip- 
lomatically, but without backing down. 
“Tf three hundred and fifty thousand’s not 
reasonable we'll find it out pretty soon. 
There’s another man waiting for me at the 
office now. He was pretty anxious last 
night, but my son held him off because Mr. 
Jones had opened negotiations with you in 
New York and we felt like we owed you 
the first chance at it.” 

All this while the launch was slowly 
swinging about in a graceful curve, the 
helmsman’s eye on the face of Mr. Cobham. 

“Straighten her out, Hansen,” directed 
that gentleman in a mollified voice. “We 
might as well take a run across the property 
before we turn back.’ 

Thus was a crisis passed and Robert L. 
Jones drew a natural breath for the first 
time in nearly three minutes. Robert's al- 
legiances, by the way, were now rather 
difficult to analyze. His hopes were in 
Calahan—the shameless liar!—though he 
scorned and detested him. On the other 
hand, he liked Mr. Cobham, but without 
extending to him any sympathy in the 
present conflict, taking it for granted that 
that hard-headed gentleman was not going 
to pay one cent more for this property than 
it would be worth to him. 

At the gangplank of the yacht Mr. Cob- 
ham turned on Calahan almost fiercely and 
for the first time committed himself def- 
initely. 

“I'm sweet on this Hancock property, 

Calahan,” he announced, “and I'll pay 

you two hundred thousand dollars for it. 
Not a cent more! I'll give you till two 
o'clock this afternoon to make up your 
mind.” 

“An offer’s an offer,” said Calahan just 
as bluntly. ‘‘ We'll consider it. I'll talk to 
the owner on the long distance; and then 
I’ve got to see what this other man, Post— 
no, Foote—what Foote has to say.” 

“Foote? Is Foote here?” 

Mr. Cobham propounded this inquiry 
quickly, apprehensively almost, as if he 
knew particularly well what Foote’s pres- 
ence might mean. 

“That’s his name,” said Martin 
lessly, bobbing up and down in the launch, 
while Mr. Cobham stood more steadily on 
the bottom step of the gangway. 

“Well,” said the latter, and it appeared 
that his interest had tightened up still 
further, “I'll be over at two o’clock to 
know what you've got to say.” 

Martin Calahan and Robert L. 
were delivered to the pier and went up- 
town on the street car. 

“You see, Bobbie?” remarked 
blandly as soon as they were alone 

“Yes, I see,”” admitted Robert L. Jones, 
so full of what it meant to him that Cob- 
ham should have offered two hundred 
thousand dollars for the Hancock property 
that he could afford to be loftily compla- 
cent toward the small vanities of Martin 
Calahan. 

“T’ll make that check of yours a 
sand,”’ slavered the man, rarely 
with his morning’s work. 

‘That’s generous of you, Mr. Calahan,” 
conceded Robert L. 

“Oh, I’m no penny splitter!” declared 
Martin, sparing a moment to view himself 
with pride. 

His complacence would have been vastly 
increased, however, had he known whether 
at this moment he stood to make twenty 
thousand dollars in commissions as the 
agent for the Hancock property, or one 
hundred and fifty thousand or more 
owner. There was no little 
anxiety in this uncertainty, 
hurried to his office. 
awaited him. 

“Owing to breakdown got here late,” 
the message read. “Party already on way 
to Port Judson by train.” 

**Damn these automobiles!” said Martin 
fervently. “‘They always break down.” 
Then he thought for a moment and turned 
to Jones with “Bobbie, Mrs. Hancock 
left Wallacetown this morning for Port 
Judson. Look up the time table and see 
when she’s due here.” 

Robert L. obligingly fumbled the pages 
of the time table. 

“She would have left at nine and she is 
due here at two-five,”” he reported after the 
necessary interval. 

“That's five minutes after Cobham’ll be 
here for an answer, and I’ve got Foote on 

(Continued on Page 79 
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Van Camp's Pork and Beans 


Our wr I 





Compare Our Soup with 
the Finest Soup You Know 


coc VAN CAMP'S = 


SOUPS — kita, 





Van Camp's Spaghetti 


Van Camp's Peanut Butter 
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Says, 


back from 
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quisit 

“One by one, I play all the 
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and lovely world 
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slowly in 
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“Chopin, noble, refined, leads me 
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willingly enter his domain 
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music, 
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souls 


that 
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greatest of music 
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‘The Broad 
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come Charles and Edna from their studi 


‘One dance before 
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sparkling 
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grag ise, you st 
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plano beats out 
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It's no use is 
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piano’s got anything else beaten a mile for 
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: head, accepted this t trust and went 
. luncheon, still ra t-headed with 
that overrush of happiness which would 
none the less be flecked with anxiety till 
certain loose knots were tightened and cer- 
tain tight ones untied 
A 
This strategy proved successfu Ber 
rrivead at this Junction in time t lentily 
i 
\ 
4 
i 
i 
; 
h 
iY I to i L na ws I’m 
; uugh for else to hold 
em a hile! 
This was downright encouraging, and Ben 
y accommodating offered the widow five 
i 
| 
) 
i 
| 
4 
' 
} 
\ 
ind dle 
; , ied with an abrupt t 
. e an anxious angie 
d r No, Ben; I don’t 
1 right here on the train, 
Me s I’m going over to Port 
‘ ther ot t he nee er 
1 the ou me and see 
: 
( : = , , on ae 
i “Wher the widow said this, some 
\ about the manner t, or the gleam in her 
4 brown eye, roused in Ben the horrid 
q 10n that she knew something and had, 
. in fact, been toying with him for the matter 
of two long hours, thereby whiling away 
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of the tedium of a 
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[HE POWER_ IN 
UST as The Delineator is the most powerful woman’s 
& magazine in the United States, so it is the most in- 
fluential all over the world. Special editions in four 
languages serve the women of Europe, South America 
and the colonies of the Far East. ‘The Delineator is the 
’ only international magazine. 


This unique influence of The Delineator is due to 
its practical service in women’s lives. Here in America 
it is the trusted friend and the business -counsellor of 
more than a million homes. 

Of the influential families in your town, one in every 
five reads The Delineator. 

The women at the head of these progressive American 
homes use the editorial and advertising columns of ‘The 
Delineator as the guide to their household purchases. 
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accept the suggestions of its editors. 


The articles advertised in ‘he Delineator are the 
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per Wiese zk 
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Make a practice of looking over each monthly issue 
of The Delineator. It will prove an invaluable advance 
guide to the articles which will find the readiest market 


among your Customecrs, 
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Its wondrous organ is now dead, but if you ever listened to that 


famous instrument, you have felt its very wizardry — thunderous, 


overwhelming billows of sound dying away to the merest echo, then 
Cathedral swelling again in a glorious wave of music. 


You have marveled at this absolute perfection of tone control in every 


at Rheims | great organ you have heard. 


While volume of sound is determined by the number and character 
of pipes employed yet the secret of the delicate gradations of tone lies in the swell- 
box —- in shutters that open and close at the player's will. 


Only the Columbia Grafonola is equipped with this same device for tone control. 
Shutters that open and close and make it possible for you to play the world’s great 
music with the depth of expression that it deserves. _ 


It is in these perfections of tone-—the very heart of music— that this masterful in- 
strument stands supreme; tone 1s the heart of your Columbia Grafonola. 


Look for the “music note”’ trade mark — the mark of a genuine Columbia Grafonola 
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“I can’t make nothin’ but hen tracks out 
of that cashier’s signature; so it must be 
genuine,” she commented with a quavery 
little laugh, and then snapped the check 
into her old black purse like any dollar bill. 

Mr. Cobham and his attorney rose, 
made the usual amenities and passed out, 
taking their deed with them and leaving 
the rest of the group behind with an air of 
expectancy hovering over it and Martin 
Calahan gazing hopefully at Mrs. Hancock. 
Mr. Calahan was very bland 

“Our commission, I believe, Mrs. Han- 





cock, was to be ten per cent 

“The commission under the contract 
was ten per cent on the first fifty thousand,” 
she corrected, speaking crisply and cate- 
gorically, “and fifty per cent on all above 
t at 

The full import of this statement passed 
in at the ear of Mr. Calahan and smote him 
hard upon the brain. Indeed, it tempora- 
rily stunned him, so that he made no move 
except as one hand fumbled in a lost way 
among the papers on his desk. 

‘It’s a pretty big commission,”’ went on 
the widow, talking into the silence her sen- 
sation had created. “Course I didn’t calc’- 
late the price’d run much higher than fifty, 
but I wanted to put some ginger into this 
young man here, so’s he’d make sure of 
getting me something out of them old water 
lots; and now I'm perfectly satisfied with 
my bargain. Anybody that can sell a 
piece o’ th’ Atlantic Ocean is entitled to be 
paid well for doin’ it.” 

Calahan had recovered sufficiently to do 
some rapid and fairly accurate mental 
arithmetic. “Hum!” he gaped presently, 
his face expressing the daze into which his 
mind had been knocked. But still he 
managed to carry a sort of air. 

“Bobbie,” he suggested v an attempt 
at benignity, “you negotiated the contract 
with Mrs. Hancock. Go out and ask Miss 
Roberts for it.” 

“Certainly!” said Robert L. Jones, 
obeying with alacrity, since he had waited 
four days to have this request made of him 
in just this way, and had been on tenter- 
hooks lest the Calahans should go looking 
into that contract themselves and his cli 
max be spoiled though not the effect of it 

Hum!” said Calahan again, scanning 
the document for the first time and direct 
ing his gaze at the terms of it, after which 
he made fresh computations, this time with 


le 1 pencil on the back of ar envelope 





é he announced; “fifty thousand 


jollars at ten per cent figures five thousand 








dollars, and one hundred and seventy 
ur is d dollars at fifty per cent hgures 
eighty-five thousand dollars—total com- 


mission, ninety thousand dollars.” 

At this juncture old Martin could barely 
n leaping up and hugging Bobbie 
nes. To think that young man had had the 











foresight to negotiate a contract like this! 

be ne t ed, “get Mrs. Hancock 
at nt 

I’ve got it all ready,” spoke up the 
wid ‘ 

And out from the same old black purse 
ne drew a che less elegant in ay pearance 
than Mr. Cobham’s, it one that would be 
perfectly good in haif an hour, and it read 
for ninety thousand dollars. She passed it 
to Mr. Calahan, mainly that he might see 
what a check for commission of ninet 
tn isand dollars ed t 


“Why, this is 
observed Martir 
ance on his moist brow 

“My deal 
the widow 

Ben Calahan, in his anxie leaned for- 
ward till his chair creaked, but Martin’s 
thick skin was still nearly bombproof 

** Just indorse this, will you, Bobbie?” he 
proposed suavely, passing the check to that 
young man and dipping the pen for him 

“Wher l indorse this, Mr Callahan,” he 
said, using a tone in which the office had 
never before heard him speak, “it will pe 

ee 98 





n’s was with him,” explained 


own credit 

broad flaccid features of Martin 

Calahan for a moment expressed urprise; 

then consternation; then rage 
¢ 


rag 
“What child's play is tl 





“It is man’s play!” t 
L. Jones, towering high. “* You tried 
me of my legitimate share in a commission 
saction that I originated and could 
have finished; and what you get for your 
trouble is—that!” 

Very big, very aggressive, football shoul- 
ders and all, Bobbie had snapped his fin- 
gers in Martin Calahan’s face; whereupon 


hundered Robert 
t 





onatri 
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Ben Calahan leaped up, blustering and 
pretending to interpose his globular f 
between them. 

“Do you stand back, or do I put you 
back?” inquired Robert L. Jones 

Ben Calahan did not answer orally, but 
he stepped back, blusterings gone, face 
white, mouth opening and closing like a 
fish’s, and with a look of respectful terror in 
his eyes. 

“Let me handle ‘im, Ben,” directed 
Martin. “He's a little excited over seein’ 
so much money.” 

Robert’s answer to this was to take up 
the contract from Calahan’'s de 

“It reads to me,” he said, pointing to the 
opening phrases 

“To you?” exclaimed Calahan } 
paling as he saw the point. “‘Why, that's 
no good; you negotiated it as our em- 
ployee!”’ 

“It reads to me, Mr. Calahan,”’ iterated 
tobert L. Jones, speaking sternly; “but I 
offered it to you in good faith, expecting, 
until four days ago, to take no more of that 
commission than my sixty per cent under 
the contract. Four days ago you tried to 
freeze me out. You froze yourself out 
instead.” 

Martin sat with chalky-whiteface. Once 
he opened and closed his loose lips, but no 
sound came from them. In part it was con- 
sciousness of guilt that whipped him; but 
in part, too, it Was some new and unsu 
pected force in this young man who stood 
here before him—a man whor t could be 
quite truthfully said, Martin Calahan had 
never before seen 

“But where—where do | 
Martin gasped presently 

“You don’t come ir You go out!” said 
Robert heatedly. “If 1 treated you the 
way you treated me I'd merely give you 
something for your time. Here! Here's 
the thousand dollars you gave me.”” And 
Bobbie drew the check from his pocket. 
*T’ll just hand that back to you, : 
d.”” Then he hesitated and decided: 
No: I won't. I’m going to kee p this and 
frame it as an evidence of the generosity 
and the perfidy of Martin Calahan.”’ 


j 


i you're 







“Don't lose your head now Bobbie.” 
cautioned the widow. “Do him like you 


said you was agoin’ to.’ 

Encouraged by this intervention from 
an unexpected source, Martin ventured to 
argue: “‘I got more for the property than 
you could have got.” 

“That's right; you did,” admitted R 
ert frankly, getting himself in check ones 
more. “And I'll be square with you where 
you were crooked with me ily iy ithe 
commission you expected to get—twenty- 
two thousand dollars; an 
me back sixty per cent of i 

Martin had recovered himself somewhat 


t . : 
then } iii pay 


and was figuring with trembling hands and 
an avid gleam in his eye 

** And sixty per cent of twenty-two thou- 
sand dol means that I hand you back 





thirteen thousand two hundred again,”’ he 
‘I'll never do it! 

You bet you won't,” affirmed Robert 
masterfully, “because | shall deduct n 
sixty per cer 
hundred dollars.” 

“Then, what I get out of this transaction 
is eighty-eight hundred dollars, and what 


: 
quavered, 


t and hand you eignty-elg! 





you get is eighty-one thousand two hun- 
dred!” 

‘You're good at mathematics,” retorted 
the Jones person 

lr the rds, I work head off 
making eighty thousand dollars for you 
while I’m making eight thousand for 
myself? 

“A reversal of the usual proce 
mitted Robert smooth! 

*T’ll never settle that way l’ll take it 
into court 

**And perhaps you'll tell the irt 
gested Robert L., “that when, acting a 
Mrs. Hancock’s agent, you had an offer of 


lars for the pr 
erty you suppressed the fact and tr 
buy it from her for five thousand That, | 


think, amounts to conspiracy to defr 


one hundred thousand d 


That was perfectly legitimaté , ° 
ling to this thing, I never her 
agent,” screamed Calahan, shaking 
contract contemptuou 
en you have nothing to ¢ 
on,” smiled Robert 
Again Calahan was st Dy | 
tirely by this self-evident prop ‘on. Next 
he turned to the widow. 
“Madam,” he demanded, “are 
ing to give up to this young man ninet 





thousand dollars of your money? It’s out- 


rageous! It’s robbery! 
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If it was robbery for him to ge é 

hundred and thirty tl sand 
my property, wh for ‘ 
me five thousand 

Martin recoile the bittern¢ f 
this speech, stamm 

“But that was different 

“Yes.” retorted the widow sarca 
‘it was different Yo tried t take 
vantage of me, supposin’ I eV y 
Mr Jones found Thiet T T ya 
offered to make my propert eT 
me; and he done it He ge f 
doin’ ag vod job 

Calahan subsided, not another 
left in him, and sat with dow: t eve 
Bobbie was writing } he 

“It’s hot in here, Bobbie.” said the 
widow. “I'll get out. I reckon you and me 
AnOW wh ere to mes each other dire . 

Martin, rallying his faculties and alway 
ready to make the best of a bad bargair 
Martin, a man whose whok isiness hile 
had been made up of compromises and tag 
ends-—-Sat W these le 





action in his hand; and i 
that for four days’ work « ghty-eight hur 
dred dollars was not so bad 

Besides, he would like to smother tl 
thing up some wa} 
ing and start a co flagratior 

‘I admit, Bobbie,”” he palavered, “‘t 


I come near giv n’ y ua pretty raw dea 





the other day but that was because | 
didn't appreciate how smart i were, I'd 
have seen it in the right light nm time 


though; and I'd have taken care of 
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(alana! nad expre \ » hare 
i i mead tive old hat 

Ke r out 4 fathe 
pleaded. “Iw t ta to Bobbie he 
to heart - 

Ber unsyI he | ! ‘ 
clicked his tongue and went o wl 

You were eal g, Robe 
Ca inan } id sensed Lhe ye ! ! 
and could no longer Ho his Lobbic 
“you were speaking, Rober ) 1 Ace 
in the firn 

tobert transfixe the in withal 

“Mr. Calahan,” he ‘ i lr 
get me into tl rn ! it I 
what it’s like Beside LD Lath 
and | t ng t 1 i ‘ 
oMl 


Jones rose ed | Martin ( 
without loo it! igi , and ASNt 
out into the treet The Lathrop far 
car and not t i lent “ tand 
the curb. Daniel himself was at the whee 
with Cousin Helen by ! le 

Drusilla Bobbie! huckled 
Daniel in a low te 1 of ex 
tior a the - ew 


red chee is | ! 
al 

rell me ab ! ‘ bbled 
but t Mr. ¢ appeared 
lng t t . . 

N ‘ , t} 
B ‘ eth ‘ t ‘ 
fe« me qualms for Mr. ¢ be 
Orie t it il re irt i | ' ’ 
eemed as il he had bee ‘ 
getting the shipt er bet e upp 
and the nether mill t V here el 1 tee 

jueezed rat! ercile But Mr. ( 
ham at rer he edt ‘ 

G i-t y ! Kte 
ing } il | ind | 

I é Mr. ( ' 

} ‘ | ‘ ‘ 
Lal Tit 
Ch . . — 
ifl \ { W 
the de« eat. “VW ] ( 
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t tof 
HW 
each } e } 
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or and ) oung people r 1 
to start or Live a | 
even to the ¢ } 


















s ’ lealtl 
s - 
j es! without rug 
g taking it you 
hd 
nes lanatural, gent 


iaxative, just eat,ea 


aera 


d iVy,a de ncjous bran 


Pillsbury’ 
Health Bran 


The larger, cleane oareet flakes supply 
the nght « unt of ghage toe 
' h the lesired axative effect 1 he 
‘ the f « <, prent } 
Pillebu package, | luces a bhreaklast 
mufhn that ca i ous Lb 
loubt itt forget ed ‘ ine 
PILLSBURY HEALTH BRAN ' 


— 


Insist Upon Pillsbury’s 
Large Package 


_15¢ 


Far Weat 


~~ 


7 my 
ae! 


scat ne 


wetage) 


Pillsbury Flour Mills Co. 


Minneapolis, Minn 





This 












Special Offer 


National Sportsman 
Magenne 
Columbus Avenue 


Boston, Mass 














A GUEST 
or DINNER. 


Sa 
@® CREAMED CHICKEN @eleting 14 ¢ 
cy ao, WELSH RAREBIT 
@ COBSTER cio wEwouRG 
At all Good Grocers 
READY TO HEAT AWD STAVE 


THE SATURDAY 


estin 


ELECTRIC MOTORS 


eer i] 


EVENING POST 


September 22,1917 


house 


AND CONTROLLERS 
vag ee 


« 
* 
¢ 
$ 
/ 
A 

















Electrically -operated 
reversing blooming mill 
in Central Steel Co. plant 
at Massillon, Ohio 





Nowhere can one gain a more vivid 
impression of tremendous forces than 
in a modern steel plant. 


The revolving part, or rotor, mov- 
ing in obedience to a magnetic pull 
that operates through the air-gap 
between the two elements of the 
motor, turns a massive shaft and 
rolls out the white-hot steel. 


The Power 
Behind 
King Steel 


The massive structure of a bloom- 
ing mill, the ease with which it shapes 
the ponderous ingot, are amazing to 


the layman. The harnessing of this mysterious 


force has been a Westinghouse 
Electric task for many years. To 
electrical engineering, in large 
measure, the steel industry owes 


Yet, strangely enough, the force 
that drives the mighty mill is con- 
fined within the slender wire wind- 
ings of the electric motor. 


More surprising still, that force is 
created simply by the swift revolution 
of one part of the motor within another. 


the efficiency with which steel is to- 
day manufactured, manipulated and 
refined. 
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8000 h. p. Westinghous¢ 
Steel Mill Motor which 
drives the mill shown on 
the opposite page 


In that development, Westinghouse As a result, Westinghouse Electric ° e 
Electric engineers have figured largely. has built and installed in iron and Electricit 
For over a quarter of a century _ steel mills in the United States and Y 
they have studied the application of | Canada, 185 large motors for main 


e 
electricity to steel-making. roll drives, totalling 450,000 h. p., In the 
They have led the way in perfect and mort Chan ; 90,000 auxilias 
ing alternating-current and direct motors, totalling 800,000 h. p. e 
current motors, motor-controllers Steel is King today more than Steel Mill 
and meters of extraordinary ever, and the national crisis demands 
accuracy, and in solving the vitally every aid to efficiency in its han 
important problems of engineering dling. The results of our experience 
raised by every complete installation. are at your disposal. 


WESTINGHOUSE ELECTRIC & MANUFACTURING COMPANY 
East Pittsburgh, Pa. 
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The standing position. Stand 
ut right angles to the firing line, 
pointing across the body to the 
left 











The prone shooting po- 
sition Lie flat at an 
angle of 45 degrees to 
the firing line 


INCHESTER 


A 


Winchester Medals for skill with the rifle 
The Gold-Plated “* Sharpshooter '’ Medal goes tothe 
boy orgirlunder 18 whomakesthe first gradescore with 
a Winchester .22 rifle and Winchester ammunition. 
The Silver-Plated ** Marksman’’ Medal goes to the 
boy or girl who makes the second grade score. 











The kneeling position. Point 
your right knee directly to 
the right, along the firing line 














Three correct positions for earning the 
“Sharpshooter” Medal 


Every reai boy wants a Winchester rifie. He 
wants it for its own sake and because it will give 
him a chance to compete for the famous silver- 
plated ‘‘Marksman”’ and gold-plated ‘Sharp- 
shooter ’’ medals offered by the Winchester Junior 
Rifle Corps 

Your boy is no exception. 
Winchester and he wants it now. 
aching to get in on the “Marksman” and 
**Sharpshooter’’ medal contests because he sees 
friends sporting the handsome 
medals themselves. 


He doesn’t want to be outdone. You can’t 
blame hirn. At his age you would have moved 
heaven and earth to hold up your end with the 
other boys in the gang. 


He wants a 
He is fairly 


many of his 


A competition for real boys 


The Winchester Junior Rifle Corps is an organ- 
ization with an honorary membership among 
boys who have earned their ‘‘Marksman”’ and 
“*Sharpshooter’’ medals. Every one of the mem- 
bers has a diploma signed by the President of 
the Winchester Repeating Arms Company certi- 


fying his standing in the organization; and the 
medal he wears is outward proof of his standing. 

Members of the Winchester Junior Rifle Corps pay no 
dues and are under no military obligations. But they take 
a pride in their organization which is justified by the skill 
they must have attained before they can get into it. 

It takes a real boy to get into the Winchester Junior 
Rifle Corps because it takes concentration and persever- 
ance, a clear head and a good eye, to make the winning 
targets. 


The fun you can have with a 
Winchester .22 


You want your boy in the Winchester Junior Rifle 
Corps. His “‘Sharpshooter’’ medal will be a source of 
as much pride to you as to him. It will stamp him as 
a boy of character and ability, a good citizen of the future. 
Both you and he can have a lot of fun with the beautiful 
Winchester .22 while you are teaching him how to hold 
and fire it in the three correct positions. And when, later 
on, you take him on a hunting trip, you will have to do 
some pretty careful shooting to hold your own with him. 

There is a place near you, either in the open or at a 
club, where you can shoot. If you do not know where 
to shoot, write to us, and we will tell you where you can, 
or we will help you to organize a club. 


What the name “ Winchester” means 


stands for the best traditions 
For over half a century Winchester has 


The name “ Winchester’ 
in gun making. 


MODEL 00 


xtagon barrel 





MODEL 06. Take-d 


MODEL 03 


WIN CHEST. 


wn Repeatin 
$265 of Gmmunilion The 


A wtomats 
<2 Automated cartridge 


aliber rifle, 20-inch round 


most pos 22 calsber repeater ever pl 


Handles only its own 
¢ trigger can be pulled. 


Hammerless take-down rifle 
Shoots ten shols as fast as th 


World Standard Guns and Ammunition 


Toke-down Repeating .2 
The standard target gallery 


been the standard of pioneers and sportsmen. Winchester 
rifles built the West. As the need grew, Winchester origi 
nated a model and a caliber for every purpose. 


The Winchester Company today is an organization of 
expert gun makers with fifty years of gun-making reputa 
tion behind it. 


Every gun or rifle that bears the name “ Winchester’ 
is fired many times for accuracy and smooth action, and 
with excess loads for strength. 


No Winchester barrel varies one one-thousandth of an 
inch in thickness or diameter. The Bennett Process, used 
exclusively by Winchester, gives the Winchester barrel a 
distinctive blue finish that, with proper care, will last a 
lifetime. 

The same care that is taken with Winchester guns is 
taken with Winchester ammunition. 


Let the boy have it now 


Chances are your boy has already picked out the 
Winchester he wants at your dealer’s store. Take him 
there today and get it for him. You will be surprised to 
find what a fine gun you can get for a low price. The 
dealer will explain all the rules of the Winchester Junior 
Rifle Corps Contest, furnish the targets and see that the 
boy gets the medals and diplomas when ne has made the 
winning scores. 


WINCHESTER REPEATING ARMS CO. 
Dept. 161 New Haven, Conn. 


22 caliber rifle, 24-inch 
rifle for 2 ear 
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How to frame the picture 
i touch,” nted by Neysa MeMein 
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‘te picture is in exquisite Besure toask forit before the supply 
colors and four times as large 1s gone. Get one while they last! 
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as shown here! Get acake and your picture today and begin 

It was painted by Nevsa McMein, at once to get the bencht of the W oodbury 
: . treatment which will give your skin the 


the popular artist, whose famous Ghirm of “A skin you love to touch.” 
portraits of lovely women you see ny lala, gl ar 
el A 25c cake is suthcient for a month or six 
every month on the covers of your weeks. At every drug store and toilet por rds 
favorite magazines. | his painting’ counter in the United States and Canada. 


as 66s | 
is her conception of **A skin you lf your dealer cannot supply you, send us 


love to touch.” It contains no print- 25c and we will send the picture and the 
ing or advertising of any kind. soap to you direct. Address Ihe Andrew 


Jergens Co., 609 Spring Grove Ave., Cin- 
Actual size 15x19 inches. Repro- _ cinnati, Ohio. 
/ duced on a fine quality antique _/ yeu sve ix Canade, addvess The Andvew Jervens 
paper by a special process which — ©. L#¢., 009 Sherbrooke Street, Perth, Ontario. 
| brings out exactly the beautiful 
colorings of the original. How you, too, can have the charm 


portrayed 
} The Woo 


How to get it vem a. Aber 
Go to your dealer’s today; buy a an 
cake of Woodbury’s Facial Soap, 
and he will give you without addi- 
tionalcharge one of these beautiful 
pictures. 





Picture - Get yours today 
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Continued from Page 87) 
to pin a medal to the skin on Shorty’s chest. 
What do you know about that! 

When that’s all over we go in for a swim 
in the river beside the mill, because the cap- 
tain makes us do it twice a week whether 
we want to or not, and then we have sup- 
per. After supper there is a band concert 
in the square. And it sure makes you feel 
funny to hear the band playing Old Black 
Joe so far away from home. The kids of 
this village play all round, horning in be- 
tween the band guys’ legs to see what makes 
the noise in the horns. And when that is 
over we sing a while or write letters like I 
am doing now, and taps blows at nine- 
thirty. So now you know what we do with 
our time, J. C. 

It used to be that we thought we was 
worked in the army when we done an hour- 
and-a-half drill a day. Say, that was soft! 
We work ten hours a day now—and then 
some! But it is a big job what we have 
bitten off, and the boys don’t mind. They 
are plumb anxious to learn. 

The Y. M. C. A. has places in some of the 
villages where the boys can go any time to 
write letters and read and play games. 
They’ve even got teeny little billiard 
tabies there and talking machines, and up 
on the blackboard is a sign: Write to 
Mother To-day. Not so bad at that, hey, 
J. C.? And the captain keeps on telling us 
the same thing. 


French Girl Farmers 


Well, we will write all we can, but for the 
love of Mike tell the folks to write to us all 
they can too! That is the best thing they 
can do, because we get good chow and 
clothes, But a soldier likes to get letters 
even if he don’t know who writes them. 
Even a picture postcard is better than 
nothing. Say, J. C., who does your sister 
Minnie write to? Ha, ha! 

I been watching the French while they 
work, J. C., and take it from me, the women 
have got the men beat a mile. Their 
women never let up from morning till night, 
and a husky French girl can sling a load on 
her back that would make you go some to 
carry. As far as I can see the men take it 
easier because they like to talk it over. They 
got to talk over everything they do, pro 
and con. And you can hear them about 
eight miles. And they are slower than the 
women by a long shot. If we did that the 
boss would give us our time some day, hey, 
J. C.? Just the difference between us, I 
reckon. 

Well, the women do most of it, especially 
right now account of the men being at the 
Front, but they have some soldiers here to 
help them get in the crops. These soldiers 
are back on furlough and they spend i 


| farming. 


What do you know about that! Wouldn’t 
it knock you cold? 

Imagine an American doughboy fighting 
hard in the trenches three months maybe 
and then getting leave for a couple weeks 
and spending it working like Sam Hill on a 
farm, hey, J. C.? But maybe he would, at 
that, if we was in the same fix as France 
is in. 

It rains a whole lot—has rained about 
three days out of every week so far; but 
when the sun comes out you never seen a 
prettier light. It’s awful bright; but soft, 
too—kind of like Indian summer back 
home, 

Well, these grain fields are all around and 
where there ain’t grain there’re woods 
miles and miles of them—so full of trees a 
man can’t hardly squeeze through. But 
even where the woods stretch as far as you 
can see you sort.of feel like it’s only a park 
after all, and not a real wood like we got 
them in the U.S., and along the roads and 
the river they have big poplars and willows. 

We got about five or six fields of grain 
where we learn the European model of 
fighting, J. C.—and guess what! None of 
it has been trampled down. No sir, nota 
bushel. For the soldiers to pass through 
they cut a path now and again about a foot 
wide and everybody has to go to one of 
these paths no matter how much quicker it 
would be to cross the field somewheres else 
to get where you are going to. Our officers 
are awful strict about that. One day a guy 
was shooting at a target and he started 
over to see how many hits he hadn’t made 
and he had to cross a wheat field down in a 
hollow. Well, this fathead was in a hurry, 
so what does he do? Instead of going round 
to the path he takes a short cut through the 
grain. Zowie, but he come back on the 
jump! The colonel seen him, and what he 
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said to that rookie raised a place like a 
porous plaster. 

I never seen so much trouble taken to lay 
off hurting people’s crops and fruit and 
chickens and things like them. I bet there 
ain’t never been an army in the world paid 
so much attention to the natives’ feelings, 
but those are our orders. All the same, it 
can be overdone, J. C., because when 
you're too dog-gone nice the other guy gets 
to figuring he can run it over you. How 
about it? 

That’s what has happened here more 
than once, And it has slowed up the work 
because our officers couldn’t act prompt 
like they wanted to do. But I reckon some 
arrangement will be made soon for the 
Americans to boss the towns and villages 
where they are billeted. 

Well, the trouble is we been sticking out 
our chests because we figured we was over 
here as deliverers and we ain’t really noth- 
ing but guests, J. C.; and the French they 
figure we had ought to have been in it three 
years ago—so there you are. 

But I was telling you about how respect- 
ful we was to their wheat fields. Suppose 
you was to camp a regiment of infantry 
near a farm in America that hadn't nary a 
fence and going round a field meant a 
walk, what do you suppose would happen, 
J. C.? There wouldn’t be no grain left to 
speak of. That’s what would happen. But 
over here the boys ain’t tromped a stalk of 
it. They sure have got their company 
manners. 

And if there was a plum tree and pear 
trees in the yard right next to your billet 
and fine fat chickens running loose, what 
would happen to same in America? Why, 
the farmer would be up to see the colonel 
next morning—and all them chicken thor- 
oughbreds and the trees bearing eighty 
bushel to the tree. Ain't it the truth! 

But they don’t try to pull any of that 
stuff here. The orders is so strict that when 
a rookie goes by a plum tree he looks the 
other way, crost country, and sort of gulps. 

Where we eat is under an old shed next 
the orderly room, which is in an old house 
that used to smell sour. There’s a fine big 
plum tree between the shed and the house 
just loaded down with plums. Well, we 
been three weeks, and not a plum was 
taken till yesterday, when the old man that 
owns the place shook down a few for the 
boys because we been giving him slops for 
his chickens and geese and a little grease 
now and again for his family. Think of that, 
J.C.! I don’t say none has been stole in the 
whole army, because maybe a few have. 
But our company ain’t stole any. 


Short Cuts to French 


Say, the language ain't nearly so hard to 
get on to as I expected. Sometimes when 
the natives talk fast and wave their hands 
it sounds foolish, but I get along fine. I’m 
learning quick too. 

Vhen you want to ask where is a place 
you don’t say “‘ Where is it?”’ but you say 
“Oi is it?” and then the French guy points 
at the direction you want to go. It’s as 
simple as a bc when you get the hang of it. 
And, believe me, I’m there, J. C.! 

Shorty Steen has got a fine system too. 
He learns one word for what he wants and 
just keeps on saying that one word till hell 
freezes over. Even when they try to throw 
him off the track with fool questions Shorty 
keeps right on saying that one word till at 
last they get tired and give him what he’s 
after. 


What do you think has come off the 
other day? A French general who come by 
picked me out of the whole battalion to 
talk to. Fact! 

This general was a little guy but all 
there, and he wore a medal as big as a 
platter on his right side. And they tell me 
he sure walloped them Germans 
wheres at the start of the war; and he ha 
lost four What do you know 
about that! 

Well, he come along with some of our big 
vegetables, to inspect us while we was 
throwing hand grenades, and he moped 
when he seen me and says: in French 
** Wow, there is sure some man! What is the 
name of that boy?” So they tells him and 
he gives me a pat on the shoulder. Then he 
goes on at a quick little walk, using his cane 
and saluting everybody, just like any 
roughneck doughboy. 

The other guys in the company were all 
sore because the general didn't even notice 
they were in that part of the world. And I 
didn’t bat an eye while he was there, 


soOme- 


sons too, 
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J. C.—no sir! I stood like a statute, even 
when a fat guy who writes pieces for THE 
SATURDAY EVENING Post give me the wink 
behind the general’s back—the big stiff! 
I knowed the captain was looking and 
would of give me hell 

Guess what the French call a general or 
one of them big guns. Well, I will tell you. 
They call them gros legumes, and I got a 
French soldier to spell it out for me and it 
means big vegetables. Say, what do you 
know about that! Ha, ha! People who can 
think up things like that must be regular 
folks after all, hey, J. C.? 

It'd make the Kaiser's eyes stick out if 
he could hear the names in our company. 
There is Harris, and his folks is English; 
and MacWhirter and Riley; and Ole 
Olsen, who’s a Swede by trade; and Wag- 
ner; and Schroeder—he’s a German but 
says he can knock the block off any guy 
who says it. And there’s Zubkoff, whose 
pa came from Russia; and Dunay; and 
a who come to the U. S. from 

Poland when he was no more than a baby; 
and Kocak; and Amato, that section hand 
I wrote you about a while back, ox the 
Erie. Don't it beat the Dutch, 

Here we got boys from every Sd on 
the globe and some whose folks come from 
Germany and Austria, but they're all 
under the Stars and Stripes fighting for the 
old U.S. And believe me they'll deliver the 
goods too, J. C. 


The Chasers in Action 


These guys didn’t have to come—no sir! 
They volunteered. Nobody made them 
step to it, but they figured the thing out 
for themselves—Germans, Austrians and 
all! Which is worth while thinking about, 
J.C. I mean for the Kaiser and his gang. 

The boys learn awful fast, but of course 
they are green—so many were raw recruits 
only a few months back. Most folks seem 
to think we are all regulars, but that ain't 
so because about a hundred and forty-three 
out of our company was new men when we 
started into war and only fifty-seven was 
regulars. And I reckon it’s the same with 
the others. But they’re most as good as 
old seasoned troops already. 

Say, the officers they’ve sent over from 
the training camps are there with the goods, 
too, J.C. They are sure-enough go-getters. 
And I heard the colonel of another regiment 
tell another guy that they made as fine 
officers as he could want. 

Our uniforms are O. K. 
simpler than the French. The shirts made 
a big hit with the French soldiers, but | 
reckon we got to change from leggins to 
putties for trench work, account of the wet 
and because the putties are easier on the 
legs. 

I always thought a Frenchman was a 
little guy you could brush off by flicking a 
muscle at him, but not these Chasers, not 
these babies, believe me! They are near 
as husky as what I am, but not so tall. 
Mostly they are medium height and awful 
stocky, built right close to the ground like 
shorthorn cattle. 

They are picked troops, J. C. The aver- 
age French soldier ain’t in it with these 
guys, not being near so quick on the trig- 
ger, so they save these Chasers for attacks. 
Yes sir, when the big thing is about to come 
off they send for the Chasers and the Chas- 
ers bust right through the enemy without 
drawing even a long breath. 

Well, they instruct us every day and we 
get along fine. We learn easy because these 
Chasers will point to the parts of the gun 
and show us what to do. So what does it 
matter if they don’t know any English? 
Am I right or am I wrong? And we say 
wee-wee to show we know it. 

The boys like the hand grenades best of 
all because they have to throw a sort of 
bomb. But they will not let us throw them 
like a baseball account of their being too 
heavy, and a few throws will get your 
shoulder. So they fling them with a stiff 
arm like an Englishman does a cricket ball 
and the grenades go high up in the air and 
drop down into the trenches. 

It comes kind of awkward at first because 
you learn it in five movements so as to set 
off the time fuse that busts the grenade. 
The first week I couldn't get beyond thirty 
yards to save my hide, J. C., but this week 
I let one fly that hit the fifty-yard trench. 
Which is going some, and about the limit. 
These Chasers can drop them grenades 
exactly where they want to drop them at 
most any distance—but then, they been at 
it a long while. 

Continued on Page 93) 


And they're 
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foreign countries! Over 
pairs of me n’s shoes have 


land since 1g14. 


American Soldiers! On the 

June 6th, contracts were 

awarded tor 760, additional pairs tor 
our army. With these contracts the 
Government had ordered at that time 
pairs of shoes for the army, and 


for the navy. 


or harness! Advices from 


report » ps . to be 


Government on this item 


but a few of ¢ 

, 

Begun five years ago 
and coupled with a cutting off of supply 
brought about by war conditions, together 

th the increased cost of labor: to cover 
i cost of living, they have raised 
of both calfskin and sole leather 


in that short time. 


**Looks’’ vs. Hidden Value 


Lhe expert n ed shoe dealer chooses this 


Kall for personal wear, a shoe selling at 


ZROSS 


How will you be sure of good leather in your new 
Fall shoes? What price should you pay—for 
greatest economy? What risks if you pay less? 


. 
be to [2. 


He will probably advise 


you to do the same. 


In this he is guided by his confidence in 
the maker. Most of the good points of a 
shoe are below the surface, and it is as im 
possible to tell these in comparing a $4 or 
$< shoe with a $7 to $12 Crossett as it 
would be for your grocer to point out a 
striking difference between two-cent and 


four-cent eggs 


{ 
—— oe 


The difference in both cases is Aidden 
but make no mistake, it 1s /Aere—in serv- 
ice--1n stvle—in comfort. 


Can you afford 


to buy ‘‘cheap”’ shoes? 


Mr. Lewis A. Crossett is one of the few 
shoe manufacturers who have determined 


to maintain high standards regard/e 


& 


He has priced his shoes this Fall at 
$7.50 to $12. That means a price-increase 
of 75° since Igl2. 

But remember: During the same period 
calfskin and sole leather have risen over 


« 


c. Linings, silk thread, laces, stains, 
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PRICED $72 to $12 


blackings, gums and polishes are all higher, 


some several hundred per cent. 


Labor and overhead expenses have gone 
steadily up—xp UP. In view of these 
fac ts what kind of a shoe can you expec t 


for the prices that you paid five years ago? 


The Crossett Shoes for Fall, 1917, have 
all the style, comfort and tine leather that 


. ’ ’ 
the Crossett name has always stood for. 


Look up the nearest dealer who has 
Crossett Shoes In STOL k. He has a cor 
rect Crossett last for every foot. Good 


} 


Crossett stvles in wide variety. Priced 


fairly at $7.<0 t i2—-to guarantee eco- 


Me 
nomical shoc 


With vour Crossett Shoes you will also 
receive a folder, “The Care of a Pair of 
Shoes.”” Tells ten ways to make good 
shoes last longer. 

VEW! Crossett Walking 


i made by (C1 


Lewis A. Crossert, Ine. 
North Abington, Mass 








(Continued from Page 90 
You wait and you will see something. 
Mark my words, J. C., we will be just as 
good as the French or any of them at this 
game before fall, I’m telling you! And 
maybe we will spring some new stuff, too, 
because the boys are always practicing and 
trying to find out some new wrinkle that 
will beat the old way of throwing, just like 
a baseball pitcher thinks up new curves 
In these European countries, J. C., they 
been doing what the man higher up told 
them for so long that they are apt to st 











at the same old rules made for doing a 
thing. But the guys this army ain’t like 
that at all. Our boys | do what they are 
told to do in drill, but afterwards they get 
to thinking: “ Why do they do it that way? 
Gee, perhaps there is a better way, and 
why not? Just because somebody else has 
doped it out like this ain't saying it’s the 
best, not by a long shot!"’ Well, that is 
how they figure, and first thing you know 
they go up to the captain and spring some 


new stuff 
Anyhow, us regulars knowed qi 





of what they have been learning us. Bu 
this army wil ! got to show us 


, 
_ i 
nd then try to w 


+? 
an 


nething bet er. 
Take it “ »m me, if I get 


you'll se steve throw 


In a tight place 
that dog gone 
grenade any way that'll land it 
meant for-—yes sir! I sure will fling it 
a baseball or whichever way 
because the main idea in a scrap Is to bring 
home the bacon, ain't it? Well! 

We have band concerts every evening, 


where it’s 
ike 


comes handy, 


nd all kinds of athletic sports Sundays 
nd other spare times too Some of the 
t ve been down fishing in the river but 
1} it been yet. Say, they got wild 





aim to hunt 





And we yr s to beat the band 
here is one awful pretty song that I sing 
iss In t what t like best is 
W here is my boy to-ni where is my 
boy to-night? We've y in the con 
ny who used to sing I his college 

club and he can make | voice s} ‘ 
to make ) cr But I’m there or 
t} t too, J. ¢ The 


made us 





mg on that 





solid) 


awlui § 


» Old Virginny 





is another Ww 


‘ 
Well, we all go for a swim in the river 





that runs beside the n There are w 
s and poplar y Gee. t 
l ld, but maybe they will have 
r Ihe iptain he se 
clean Hohe has to give sa bath himself 
Anyhow, it must do some good, be se W 
have hardly any sickne at al 


French Women Respected 


Well, here ymes Aleece for a visit She 
is the daughter of the miller. He has three, 
and they are sure pretty kids too Her 
name is Alice, I reck« but they call it 








eece, and she can salute and she always 


’ 
does when a doughboy goes by SO We 


them lemon 


al 





play with them kids and give 
drops what we buy from the commissary) 
You had ought to hear them talk Frencl 


It sounds 
speaks it 

The kids over here seem to mind better 
than ours do ba ome. T 
when the old 


twice as pretty when a kid 


ey step pretty 





ymes to the 

them 
| 1others and granddaddies work 
in the fields—yes sir! Kids round ten 
years old work, too, and I've seen little 
girls taki 


themselves, carrying them round 


woman c 


king a broom, and a lot of 


as big as 
just like 


care of babies most 





the babies was their own 
The French were awful glad to see us 
when we come, only they were sort of 


scared at first, because they figured we 
might take anything to eat that we minded 
to, Lreckon, and might not treat the women 
respectful. But you never seen anything 
like it—there ain't a doughboy will squint 
at a girl sideways unless he’s plumb sure of 
is ground and knows it'll be all right with 

r. They are so dog-gone respectful that 
I've seen quite a few girls look kind of dis- 
appointed. Maybe they figure we are slow- 

peed boys, but that ain’t the reason—not 
by a long shot! 

The reason is, J. C., that the Old Man 
give orders that we was to treat the women 
over here like they were our own. So we 
do, only more so. You couldn’t hardly 
keep an army of soldiers near any American 
town and make them behave quarter as 
good, but the boys want the French to 


and 





think well of them; 


besides if the y 


tried any monkeyshines they'd get 
neck sure enol 


A guy got 





drunk at the first place we 





camped in France and grabbed ahold of a 
girl, but he had no more than got ahold 
when up come a couple of sergeants and 
pinched him. Well, all that guy got was 
thirty years in Leavenworth! That is al 


he got. Maybe the boys didn’t think that 
over. Maybe! 
But they manage to have some fun, too, 





and they're rench customs 
fast. You « " fine day 
going along with their girls and hugging 
ght on the street, just the same as the 
French do. TI ne fine country, beheve 
rive : 

The Fret ire wi ees then 
take a little hug 

Well, our boys play round wit! ‘ 
kids and help mamma carry the basket if 
papa isn’t there, and the girls get up on the 
wagons and drive the mules. T: i ita 


frie ndly fee] 
family home for Christma 
neither can do too much fo 

The y are the { 


see. Why, when a native does anything for 





like a 


you hesmiles and sa} ’ which means 
thanks ist e vou doing him the 
favor instead of him doing i! 


Short-Change Artists 

















But you be ear ul of one thing when you 
come over, J.C. Always count your change! 
Count it twice! Beca 1 been short 
changed three time nee I ¢ ‘ nd | 
women in the stores at that, and once it 
was ten francs she done me out of So you 
see they alr ‘t all the same, and me W 
do you. They love the Am« ns, but ol 
you dollar 

And never buy nothing till you've asked 
the price, eise the t on you alter 

e bought ne That ves for hotel 
ns hing If you 
hould orini but 
you u ly « that 
W \ i eg tor the 
pr v ? rked there Che walt 
v heat f you don't 

And ou i the othe ft be 
come over here don't never get drur 
ae no matter wl buving them. And 
I wil | iW rhis It t 
or tne ¢ rat se till 4 p, but 
tne ( 7 ul \ eT 
ready to p. The t ‘ 
+} r¢ , ‘ } , l he 
1 | ! ia ! AY HoH 
ever tries it twice H do | We 
I kn ‘a r t ? 

y No! hare ‘ r see the 
hard stuff over hers iil t | ‘ 
boys’re tough guys and the nd to lay off 
ol No, the arink wine nd beer mos 
T a ! i Ink wat T Ev { l rit 
wit but it is so ‘ ta | tag 

to give e same | f rve 

» you ne r see a | neni ni i ex 
cept in a quiet toi w 

But take V ac i] the ine 
w you r ‘ 1. ¢ jt ( t 
« acl Ka l 








on the i to it A 
reckon you got to get educated t 
Anyhow, it makes you awful bil ] So 
me for the beer, which is real good and 
don’t cost scarcely not g 

And when you come over be sure to 
bring a small scissors and a mouth orgar 
to play on, and some dice and a pack of 
card Uncle Sam will supply you most 
eve thing eise you need, 

You remember Shorty Steen, don’t yo 
pure yuu do. Well, maybe he don’t 
any French, that guy don’t; but what doe 
it matter to Shorty? Nota bit! 

Last Sunday they called off the sport 
because it rained so much the ground wa 
wet, so him and me went over to another 
village about two miles off And inside 
eight minutes Shorty had a dand voking 
girl hanging to his elbow and fixed it with 


her older sister for me; and in ab 
was making s for next 

with some others for the other guys in our 

company. Say, you can’t keep a good man 

down in any country! 

That reminds me of the two natives we 
started boxing with the gloves the other 
night. They was French soldiers and hadn't 
never boxed before, J. C And they went 
at it like a couple of widows who've 
left to divide the estate by the 
band. Well, one got the other down on the 





shakes he y dat 


been 


Same hus- 
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s They make the “Home Beautiful”, and their 

AN beauty is enduring. Red Cedar Shingles can be stained 
in lovely greens, golds, reds and browns, and if left 
natural will weather 


to the softest shades by the action 


of time Moreover, they remain for generations true 
guardians, against the elements, of all they enclos« 
i —_ : ; es - 
Red Cedar Shingles are truly architectural, a build “gt 
, A. . 
ing material honored by their rvice to American os 
~~. | 
pioneers no less than by the service they give the a ,, 
wie | 


builder of today; a covering no less for the rich man’s 


mansion than for the poor man’s cottage . 
Proper Laying is essential, of course. 
be used the holding power and durability of 


life of the shingles themselves 


which i: 


Always aby 


equal to the great lif 









use old-fashioned cut, zinc-coated, or copper nails, and ty 
fe never wire nails. a 
xy a . : a, 
i FREE to Prospective Builders: ig 
’ ( rN i faR < hing wing , acte f oy 
- ( B ga. w f pre ens w t . : 
: ‘ Dis five ea f , . th f r plans : 
( } r gs B ful f s book if 
. ( I f the | ‘Ww F ‘ et s of tes S 
3 , : f g materia ‘ ‘ 
je? Buy Guaranteed Red Cedar Shingles—The Rite-Gr: Inspection 
i Mark (as on t in picture at right) appear " I 


— 


“SSSANS Soc 
Ss 
SSN 






' 

' ’ ‘ 

b > ' ; ‘ altho et} 
ae | nting fifty: When y I 
ere | INSIST on its being on each bun 







: 4 SHINGLE BRANCH 

oi West Coast 

Lumbermen’s Association 
425 Henry Building 

Seattle, Wash 


ie Diet «canta aS mea 
afte 


ay 


FOR SIDING AS| WELL 
AS FOR ROOFS... 


Sa OU Ben, ie 


THE SATURDAY 




















x ND 


BGhe. Indian’ Tought 


the white man how to smoke, but the white man 
improved on the Indian's method. And he has 


been improving ever since. 


The Wellington Pipe of today represents the 
world’s greatest pipe value—the universal pipe of 
peace. It is built to give you all the satisfaction you 


And it does! 


could possibly expect in a pipe. 


UNIVERSA 


wl PIPE 


Will not wheeze or bubble. The “well” 
catches all the moisture. The smoke 
comes clean and cool and dry and the 
upward bore of the bit directs it away from 
the tongue. Crumbs of tobacco cannot 
possibly be drawn up into the mouth, 


"HE 


The Wellington is made of genuine 
French Briar, seasoned by our own special process. It breaks-in 
sweet and mellow. The bowl is guaranteed against cracking 
or burning through. The W. D.C. triangle trademark is your 
assurance of quality and good workmanship. For more than 
0) years it has been the sign of supreme pipe value at whatever 
price you pay or wherever you pay it. 


Pick up your shape and size in a 
Wellington and be pipe happy. Any 
tobacco tastes better in a Wellington. 


At all good dealers 


50c 


and up The W. D. C. triangle 


trademark is at once your 
guide and your protection 
It is on pipes of every style, 
size and grade. See that 
it is on yours, 


WM. DEMUTH & CO. 
New York 


The World's Largest Pipe Manufacturers 
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ground and was soaking him good and 
proper and choking him now and again for 
luck, when what does the other guy do but 
bite him on the knee, and he wins the fight 
right there. No sir, you can’t keep a good 
man down! 

You would laugh your head off to see 
how we drill the geese in this town. They 
have a whole lot of geese, also chickens. 
Well, the geese seem to like Americans, 
because they’re always hanging round on 
the hunt for food. And we drill them. 
Shorty Steen drills eight big fat ones every 
evening. They do fine in single file, and 
now Shorty is learning them squad drill. 
He says he will start trench work next week 
and do some intensive training. What do 
you know about that! 

‘They work oxen here, 
drives a horse and 
dem 

All their teams is tandem, because 
streets are so narrow, I reckon. 

Before I come over I heard a lot about 
the French being starved to death, but 
don’t you believe it, J. C.! These people 
ain’t starved by a long shot. They look fat 
enough to me, and everybody seems to get 
enough to eat. And the cattle are in fine 
shape, and what horses is left are in fair 
shape, although most of them are old, be- 
cause all the young horses are in the war. 
You sure do hear a lot of camelflage about 
this business. Ain’t it the truth! 

I been in the south of France, too, J. C., 
and there they have all the food they can 
put under their belts, and they get all they 
need here too. You can go into any little 
French town and buy a meal = soup and 
eggs and meat and vegetables and salad and 
cheese and a pint of wine—all for sixty 
cents; which is better food and better 
cooked than you could get for seventy-five 
cents in the U. S. And this country has 
been at war three years. So what’s the 
answer? 


too, and one native 
an ox to a wagon tan- 


the 


The French sure know how to save. 
They bite every coin and then go south 
with it. It is the women who are the best, 
and they boss the treasury. Back home, 
J. C., when a guy’s got a wife and family he 
takes her what is left out of his pay after he 
has bought a few drinks for the boys, and 
she manages to stretch it over a week some- 
or other. But that ain’t the French 
system at all. Over here the woman keeps 
the bank, and don’t you forget it! She 
takes every cent the old man earns and puts 
it in a sock maybe or hides it in the teapot; 
and perhaps she wil] give him three or four 
sous for a drink, and perhaps she won't. 

If the Frenchies want to stand for that 
system it’s none of my business, J. C., but 
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I hope it never gets going in the U. S. 
Don’t say nothing to Minnie about this. 

But the French sure have got it on us in 
some ways. When an American wants to 
have some fun the only way he knows is to 
go out and turn loose the money—least- 
ways that is what the doughboys do. But 
a Frenchman will take a few sous = sit 
at a little table out near the sidewalk, lap- 
ping up the native wine now and again, and 
swapping stories with his pals and giving 
the girls the once over. He can have one 
hell of a time on about four cents! What 
do you know about that! 

So they pinched Ted Jones because he 
wouldn’t enroll and kicked up a ruckus, did 
they? Serves the big stiff right! I hope 
they hang him. He was always saying as 
he would fight for America if we was in- 
vaded, but he’d be dog-goned if he’d go 
way over the ocean to fight against the 
Germans, just to he ‘Ip France and England 
out. Can you beat it? 

Well, you tell folks like 
that we're fighting to 
invaded. Get me, J. C 
could hear what I done » heard they would 
want to join ncle Sam’s Army too. 
Because there are three girls and a married 
woman in this town that was made pris- 
oners by the Boches for months and tw 
when the Boches made their first rush 
through France. And believe me, J. C., I 
want to fight them devils three thousand 
miles from home, just as far as I can get! 
Yes, sir; now is the time for us to step to It; 
because if we don’t clean up with them now 
we will have to clean up with them later 
on, and I'd a lot liefer take them on when 
we got the gang with us. Am I right or am 
I wrong? 

Anyhow, we’re here, so it’s too late to 
argue, because they can’t leave us boys in 
the lurch who come over here to fight for 
them. They got to back us up, to the last 
man and last dollar if we need same. And 
if we are willing to fight for them what 
stays at home, why, surely they got the 
guts to work together and stand shoulder 
to shoulder till we mop up with the Kaiser 
and Hindenburg. And then we'll go back 
to the U. S. to the tune of Auld Lang Syne. 

There's a figure of Christ on the cross at 
the end of this street. They have got them 
all over France, at the crossroads and on 
the hills. And coming in from drill this 
evening I got to wondering what he thought 
about all this. 

Well, here comes the native 
street with his team of one 
ox—and I know what that 
means another is done 
France. 


him back home 
keep from being 
? If guys like Jones 


down the 
and one 
means. It 
somewhere in 


horse 


day 
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(Continued from Page 17 


asking far the choice of locations at the har- 
bor, Mr. Matson tells me, which means that 
they will take the one I have talked over 
with you. I have my franchise to run to 
that point om the harbor. In short, if I 
show my hand they will stop me cold.” 

The commissioners conferred. Finally 
Mr. Gordon said: 

‘I'm afraid we may have to ask you for 
more information before we act, Mr. Lacey. 
Just at present we won't grant any compet 
itor’s application in prejudice of yours, but 
if you can tell us soon, confidentially of 
course, just what your game is—if you can 
show us connections with a shipper, for ex- 
ample, or with a responsible oil producer 
we can move with clearer conscience.” 

‘Then, as I understand it, your board 
will not sell any dockage rights to the Pa- 
cific Refinery Company until you give mea 
he -aring. Is that correct? 

pt ou have my promise on that.” 
pe ‘he anks. I'll expect to hear from you, 
then. 

Angus went away more discouraged than 
he showed. Powerful agencies were moving 
against him, he was certain. He was handi- 
capped, too, by not knowing exactly how 
far he could go. Yet only as a last resort 
would he appeal to his chief for help or 
bring his name into the business affairs of 
the Tidewater Company. On the face of it 
the city officials ought to be willing to ac- 
cept his application and bond in good faith, 
but they were hesitant. If he could show 
them some tangible property — 

Suddenly Angus stopped in the midst of 
the crowds of Fourth Street, whooped ex- 
citedly, slapped his leg, and dashed for the 
telephone booth in the Angelus. While the 


operator dallied with his number hestamped 
impatiently about. Then he got his man. 

“Hello, Fisk? . . . Thisis Angus Lacey. 
I've got a scheme to pull our little Fairfax 
Oil Company out. Yes. Well, 
wait a shake! You remember that scaly 
old tanker, the Hueneme, we took on from 
Greene and his crowd? ; No, it’s still 
down in the mud in Mormon Channel. Get 
Clayton and Walter Wrenn on the line and 
have them fix up a power-of-attorney for me 
to handle their interests in the Fairfax. 
And leave the rest to me. How’s 
that? : Of course the Hueneme is no 
good. But listen to me, Hi! There’s a 
lawyer's term, caveat emptor. Look it up 
sometime—but not now. Get this business 
attended to first. Yes, I'll tell you 
about it. "By! I'll be in to-morrow at 
nine.” 

Vv 

T WAS ten weeks later that Oil King 

Cole was informed that he needed a 
vacation. Dr. Erasmus Webb, the special- 
ist, was his informant. Doctor Webb pre- 
scribed a real rest and a complete change. 
The petroleum magnate grunted at the ver- 
dict, said unkind things to his wife about 
the eminent medical authority, dreamed in 
the night of finding Doctor Webb in a sump 
of crude oil and of standing on the bank 
gloating and suggesting that the doctor 
write himself a prescription to ward off suffo- 
cation, and went to his office in the morning 
witha grouch. Unwarned, General Manager 
Gallinger entered on his chief, urbane and 
smiling. 

““Someone will have to be sent to Guay- 
mas, I’m afraid, Mr. Cole,” he began 

Continued on Page 97) 
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his announcement heralds the presentation of a 
new brand of high-class motion pictures, to be 
known as Perfection Pictures. Under this 
| brand name the millions of picture-play goe rs through- 
(x) out the United States and Canada will enjoy a new 
‘fl and distinct form of photoplay entertainment. 


| Perfection Pictures are the products of three of 

1] America’s pioneer motion picture produc ers ~k-ssanay 

Film Manufacturing Co., Thomas A. Edison, Inc., and 
George Kleine. Ihe distributing interests of these 
€ stablished produc ers have be en merge d to prese nt 

| t=} a new standard in Cinema Art under the brand 

name, Perfection Pictures. 
1 New Plays—Prominent Stars 


You millions who enjoy good motion pictures will 
find in Perfection Pictures the works of well-known 
authors and play wrights -screen versions ot popular 
contemporary literature by noted writers 
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for Luc k,” from the Story, “Talismans,” by Kennett 
Harris; “One Touch of Nature,” by Peter B. Kyne 
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intellectuality ~ delightful subjects that are pleasant 
entertainment In Perfection Pictures you will see 
such stars as Taylor Holmes, Bryant Washburn 
Virginia Valli, Jack Gardner, Little Mary McAlister 
Marguerite Clayton and Helen Ferguson; (Essanay) i) 


Shirley Mason and Raymond McKee; (Edison) 
Leon Errol, Anthony Novelli, Frances Bertini and 
Lyda Borelli; (George Kleine) 
Broadway Productions in Your Town 

No matter where you live you may see Perfection 1 
Pictures in your town—the same produc tions that are ‘fe 
featured in the the atres of New York € ity, ¢ his ago | | 
and San Francisco. The same standard of motion 
picture entertainment enjoyed on Broadway is 


brought to your town through Perfection Pictures 


The large studio facilities of Essanay Film Man 
ufacturing Co., Thomas A. Edison, Inc., and George 
Kleine make it possible to present hity-two new 


Perfection Pictures annually —one each week te 


Ask for Perfection Pictures 


Perfection | tures are distributed throughout the | ited 
States and Canada exclusively t igh the George Kleine 
Syster Ask for Perfection Pictures at y r favorite theatre 
lhe manager will be glad to please you. Look for our trad 
ark the } ters out le the theatre Whe you see it goin! 
It is pledge of perfection in pictures If you desire ~, 
to see Perfection Pictures at some particular theatre, write us. la) 
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cheerfully. ‘‘ This confounded de facto gov- 
ernment IS tinkering With concessions agalr 
and 


“What a pleasant —_ surprise,” Oil 
King Cole in terrupted : y. “Last night 
my doctor tells me 1 y bh of pressure is 
running up again—now you come in as 
merry as a May morning and grin while you 
unload your Mexican problems on me 
Gallinger, I wish you had the imagination 
of a gnat!”’ 

Gallinger had stopped, midway of the 
room. He was not unaccustomed to his 
employer's moods, but he never could learn 
exactly how to accommodate himself to 
them. 

‘I wouldn’t have bothered you, Mr 
Cole,” he said soothingly, “except that, 
as you will remember, you and M phy 
arranged all thi at Mexican ss 

Vil King Cole shouted: 

“Ofcourse! Morphy be hanged! Morphy 
is just like the rest of you clerks—he had to 
be hand-nourished and tucked to bed 
night all the time we were in Mexico City! 
That’s just it, Gallinger! If I didn’t have 
tu spend most of my day putting cucumber 
frames over the people in my office and see- 

g that you get plenty of water and sun, I 
might make a little money. But the minute 
1 get something started and re ady to turn 
over to you What's the matter with 
Mexico? Come on, spread yourself! 1 
suppose I'll have to gather up the pieces!” 

Manager Gallinger explained. Oil King 
Cole forgot his peeve. At the end of half an 
nour he « huc kled. 

‘I'll hole out in one this time, Gallinger,” 
he said quite pleasantly. ‘“ Doctor Webb 
says | must have a complete rest and 
change—I’ll get it by going down and put 
ting the screws on that milk-blooded Mexi 
can governor. It may do him permanent 
good. Have the papers ready for me Friday 
morning. And I'll take Simpson along. 
He’s always wanted to travel—now I'll give 
him a trip that will make him contented 
with home for the rest of his married life!’ 

“Friday. Simpsor Yes, Mr. Col 
The general manager made a note. “‘Now 

the matter of the Tidewater Terminal 
and Dock Company “ 

“Young Lacey yes. Does he need a 
nursemai d too?” 

Gi illinger sm iled. 

“Well, not exactly, Mr. Cole. My 


private opinion is that your han 























picked 
field superintendent will own these offices 
in five years 1 

‘Will, eh? All right—he’d put some 
ginger into ‘em, at any rate. What’s he up 


to now?” 
‘*He’s finishing his quay at the harbo 
his pumping stations ¢« n the Brea line have 


all been completed and tested out, and the 


pipe line will be ready to move oil t the 





dock In two WweekKs No one but Chase 
knows how much he’s spent, but it | 
now as though he would end by having 


the Pacific Refinery Company blocked for 
Keeps “ 

The oil king rubbed his hands. 

“You tell Chase that I don't want him 
limiting young Lacey on expenditures. He 
the boy to lick that Pacifie crowd, and if 
Chase is any auditor at all he can spread 
the losses round among twelve or fifteen of 


our companies so that we won't bleed so 


hard.” 

“That's what I wanted to speak to you 
bout, Mr. Cole. Lacey was up here yes- 
terday afternoon, and I gather that he 


expects to come out with a neat srelit in- 
stead of a dead loss.” 

‘The devil he does! I went in to lose up 
to three hundred thousand. If La ‘ey car 
pulverize the Pacific Refinery and make t! 
process pay cas! I’m going to retire in } 
favor. What's his scheme?”’ 

‘Perfectly simple. Pacific Refinery is 
feeling round with offers to buy La ey's 
Tidewater Terminal and Dock Compa y 
at our own figures.” 

Oil King Cole sat up straight 

‘They what 4 

‘That's what Lacey says, and Morphy 
confirms him. ems that Lacey not onl) 
leased the or iy prac ticable docking loca- 
tion at the harbor, but he has managed to 
make the Pacific gang think he owns ar 
going to begin operating a line of tanker 

‘Tankers? What kind rowboats with 
a couple of barrels in the stern?”’ 

‘I don’t know, Mr. Cole. Lacey is rather 
secretive about it. But the Pacific Refinery 
Company has been fooled, whatever the 
answer is. Bowen, their representative, 
wants te take over the whole propositior 
tankers and all.” 











“Tankers!’ il King Cole puzzk 
moment. Then he said abruptly: 

““Get Lacey in here as soon as you « 
I'll smoke him out—with his imagi: 
tankers!” 

Mr. Gi allinger retired. He had some dif 
y iw Angus, but found | 
about noon—in time for Mr. Cole to cou 
termand his order that the field superinter 
ent come to the office, and invi ! 
to lunch at the California Club instead. It 
was thus that Angus Lacey, oil-field laborer 
recently elevated to a superintendency a 
charged with the mere trifle of building 
and operating a dummy do« k company, 
came to see the inside of a gentleman's clul 
for the first time in his life. He found 
rather agreeable, and he was in excellent 
temper with himself and the world wher 
the two sat down at a corner table. 

Oil King Cole was crowded for time, at 
not in his best mood. He ordered two dir 
ners with a mere look at a steward; ther 
turned to his «¢ mplo yee 
Yow, Lace vy, he began, “‘we wor 
waste the precious hours of golden su 
What in the triple-dashed confines of Be« 
zebub is the Pacific Refinery doing to you?’ 

“They've had acouple of men to see m« 

“Have, eh? What did you tell them 

**Nothing.” 

*“The—the deuce you did. If it was that 
lane Bowen they sent you must be a 
clever sayer of nothings! Did they mak« 
you an offer?” 

‘Haven't yet.” 

“Tetr 

“No—but Bowen is giving me two-bit 
cigars now.” 

‘Two-bit ” The oil k I ir 
a loud laugh. ‘You've got their number 
Lacey. In another week they'll be ex 
changing photographs with you. Keep or 
saying nothing—and here’s another poi 














Gallinger tells me there is something about 
a line of oil tankers. I've left this fight to 
you, boy, because you figured it out; but 
I'll admit that once in a blue moon I like 
to get a vague, glimmering notion of where 
my money is going.” 

Lacey nodded 

‘That sounds reasonable,” he said 
“But perhaps you don’t know, Mr. ¢ 
that I’ve tried two or three times to come to 
your office and tell you. I got as far as the 
office boys. And they all say the same thing? 

“What's that?” 

“That you're out unless you're ir if 
you're in, you're out unless I have an ap 
pointment. And if I have an appointment, 


youre not in unless you come ou ana 





invite me in too.” 

The oil king sputtered. 

i t's Gallinger. Next time you have 
them send a card to Miss Ambrose, n 
stenographer, and I'll see you. Now go o1 
with your tankers and we wo! I 





about bills 

‘Well, you've said it, Mr. Cole 

“Said what 

“They are my tankers. 
any orders to buy steamships f 
water Terminal and Dock Company 

‘I should say you didn’t. What do you 
mean by talking about them then? Go 
ahead and bluff the Pacific with a whol 
fleet of tankers if you have the nerve, but 
don't try the game on me.” 

‘It isn’t a game, Mr. Cole. I have a 
tanker ready to take oil at the Tidewater 
lolphins the day we are ready to deliver 
And I’ve * det a contract to myse lf to handle 
your oil 

Oil King Cole sat back in his chair, a 
salad fork in his hand and a vacant staré 


widening eyes. 





« 


‘To handle my oil?” he choked. 
} 


‘Ten thousand barrels atrip; t 
amonth. You can’t very well let your oil 
loading dock lie idle, so I thought I'd make 
it pay from the start.” 





mu to block the Pa 
“not to set yourself uy 
\ y y expense! Where did you 
get a ten-thousand-barrel t anker? What 
are you going to do with oil if you load it? 





How the blazes could you sign a contra 
with yourself to take my oil? You 
plain language to me right now or 
and I will have trouble that SN eave 
ir forehead! 

Angus said cheerfully. “‘! 





t hottor 


saw ac l 
figures. I went in with some friends and 


lance to get a tanker a 
took it over. I did that because the harh« 
commission wanted to see tangibie ¢ 
dences that the Tidewater Terminal and 
Dock Compar vy would handle oil over the 


wharf if they gave me a dock lease and a 
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Can you look vour floors in the tace 
Do they add to the 


orderliness and refinement of your home, 


without a blush? 


or are they a thorn in your side? 


Floors repay good treatment. They 


respond to good varnish. Your floors will 
stop making trouble and become a joy to 
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refinished. 
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| tion, as I’ve 
| and that’s something that was left out of 
| most of my staff completely. 
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construction permit. The tangible evi- 
dences I gave them were contracts between 
my tanker company and the Tidewater for 
thirty thousand barrels a month. On the 
strength of that I got the lease. And that 
lease shut the Pacific clear out of it—they 
took the next best thing, which is half a 
mile inshore from us, where it will cost 
them a cool million to make a fill and buiid 
a quay to do business over. That’s all 
there is to it—and I’ve only spent the 
money that Mr. Morphy and your auditor, 
Chase, vouchered to me. 

Mr. Coleresumed his dinner very thought- 
fully. From the corner of one eye Angus 
watched him. He had planned to play his 
ecards exactly in the order they had been 
played, and he was in additional luck at 
finding the oil king rushed. Presently he 
would mention, casually, the fact that his 
friends were willing to sell their tanker and 
their contracts with the Tidewater Com- 
pany at a favorable price—one sufficient, 
by the way, to more than cover their dead 
losses in the Fairfax Oil Company. 

But Oil King Cole broke the 
presently with a chuckle. 

““Well, Lacey,” he said, gurgling with 
delight, ‘‘I never knew a man I'd rather be 
bullied by than you! You've got imagina- 
said forty thousand times 


silence 


I think I 
have some, and I like the idea of running 
our own Atlas oil through our own Brea 
pipe line and delivering it over our own 
Tidewater Terminal dock to our own tanker. 
I'll buy you another one or two to play 
with, what’s more! I suppose you've got 
a price all ready to hand me, haven't you?” 

Angus grinned. 

“Our investment stands us just eighty 
thousand, Mr. Cole,” he said promptly. 

“You're clever. You'll make an oil man 
yet—and a promoter too. I'll leave word 
with Gallinger, because I’m going away 
for a couple of weeks myself. Go on and 
get your check, then finish up at the harbor. 
If Pacific Refinery talks buying we'll sell 
them the whole show, from opening chorus 
to the waving of the starry flag at the end. 
I see I’ve got to think up something else 
for you to do, too, and that may take me 
a month. Call on Gallinger to-morrow.” 

He snapped his fingers and a waiter 
came running. 

“Bring me two of those big queens, 
Fritz. The doctor prescribes mild ones, but 
I'm celebrating to-day. Did you ever try 
a four-bit cigar, Lacey?” 

v 

HE Pacific Refinery Company was in 

a bad humor, speaking of it as a corpora- 
tion and also as an organization of moneyed 
individuals. The atmosphere round its 
San Francisco offices was blue with pro- 
fanity, called forth by the conviction that 
its Los Angeles offices had blundered in 
the race to the southern port. Conversely, 
the Los Angeles headquarters was full of 
strong and trenchant language, used in ex- 
pressing the belief that the San Francisco 
officials were a set of ivory-domed tor- 
toises, incapable of anything more imagi- 
native than censorious night letters in 

code, which required half a day to decipher 

and which meant nothing even then. And 
the electric tension had cormmunicated 
itself even to the imperturbable Bradford 
Bowen, attorney and principal outside 
agent and representative of Stephen Liv- 
ingood, the president. Mr. Bowen had 
long since reached the conclusion that 
Angus Lacey was an employee of an Eng- 
lish or Dutch syndicate. His line of 
reasoning was simple: If Oil King Cole 
had conceived a plan for a harbor pipe 
line, a loading dock, and a fleet of tankers, 
he would have worked through anyone 
but one of his own employees! They had 
tried Lacey by direction and inairection, 
by cireumlocution, trick, artifice and de 
vice, but they had not gained one shred of 
information. Angus maintained to them 
that he was in charge of the destinies of the 
Tidewater Terminal and Dock Company, 
and he said to Mr. Bradford Bowen: 

“‘When it comes to buying the Tide- 
water out and taking over the South Coast 
Oil and Steamship Company and its tanker 
line, you have to name a price. The lan- 
guage is all yours and the laws of the 
country don't restrict free speech!” 

Mr. Bowen gave up subterfuges at last. 

“In short, Mr. Lacey,” he said, “‘you 
want to know what we're willing to do. 
Is that it?” 

“No, that’s going a little too strong, 
Bowen,” Angus grinned. “I don’t care 
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two hoops on a barrel what you are will 
to do.” 

**Let me put it another way, then. What 
price will your—your Tidewater Com 
pany—consider for your lease and dock?” 

“They won't consider any until they 
hear it.” 

“Suppose we were to offer you what this 
project has cost you and a flat twenty per 
cent profit. That’s minted gold, Mr. Lacey 
minted gold for you!” 

‘Is it?” Angus inquired innocently. 
“T’ll have to take your word for it. But 
it wouldn’t buy government bonds.” 

“Why not?” 

“Because it’s only talking money.” 

“Talking?” 

“Yes. I want to see it, you understand. 
The truth of the thing is, Mr. Bowen, that 
you're wasting a lot of time at a good 
salary trying to tease me into fixing a price 
for you. When you get ready to lay gold 
and silver down on a table some »where I'll 
arrange to be among those present. 

Bowen wasn't authorized to 
price at the moment. But he went back 
to President Livingood of the Pacifie Rs 
finery Company determined to have that 
authority, and have it in black and white, 
before he sought Angus Lacey again. 

Two weeks passed and the active hes ad 
of the Tidewater Terminal and Dock Con 
pany was crowding his crews on the finish 
ing touches of the harbor work when he wa 
called by telephone from the offices of O 
King Cole. The magnate had returned 
from Mexico and had requested informa 
tion as to whether the Tidewater would be 
a going concern within a reasonable length 
of time. 

“You can tell Mr. Cole that we've beer 
pumping oil through the Atlas line fro 
Brea for thirty hours now,”’ Angus replied 
promptly. ‘“‘I wanted a day or two more 
to clean up at the dock, but I won't need 
The whole job is ready for inspection.” 

“Just a minute, Mr. Lacey,” the chief 
clerk at the other end of the line said. Ther 
“*Mr. Cole will be down to-morrow at ter 
Shall I tell him you will meet him?” 

“I'll meet him with the keys to the city 
Angus answered. 

By dint of urging and hurried telephor 
ing the young superintendent was able to 
set the stage that night. He was up late 
He was out again at five o'clock in the 
morning. There was a gate valve to plac 
at the terminal end of the pipe line, and a 
gasoline engine and winch to test on the 
edge of the dock. At nine o'clock his gauger 
telephoned down from the storage tank i: 
the hills above the harbor that there Wa 
crude enough on hand to fill the pipe line 
to the wharf, and Angus told him to oper 
his valves and let the stuff come. Attorne 
Morphy, almost as proud over the new i: 
fant as was Angus himself, arrived early 
and a few minutes later no less a visitor 
than Bradford Bowen, cocked and primed 
with an offer, in cash, from the Pacit 
Refinery Company. But Angus would not 
hear it. Because, promptly at ten o'clock 
the big car of Oil King Cole drew up at the 
land side of the Tidewater pier and the 
magnate alighted, beaming. 

He came down the dock as pleased as 
Punch. From the shore two pipe lines 
extended—one drawing oil from the tank 
above, the other laid to receive bilge wate 
from the hold of tankers coming in in water 
ballast. Harbor regulations require that 
this water, which is heavy with oil, be 
pumped ashore and separated before it is 
released into the sea again. On the dock 
were a smal] office building, two hose cranes 
for handling the metal-armored hose whic! 
runs from the end of the pipe line to the 
loading tankers, and a gasoline engine and 
winch for manipulating the lines. Off th« 
wharf, fifteen or twenty feet, were two clus 
ters of heavy piles, with their tops bent i: 
and clamped together, forming dolphins to 
warp a tank vessel’s hawsers on, holding her 
away from the wharf and pipe line. Excess 
construction materials were neatly piled 
out of the way. The oil magnate chuckled 
to himself. 

“I caught a live one in this boy Lacey,” 
he thought. ‘“‘He seems too good to be 
true.” 

Then he saw Bowen and Bowen saw him 
The latter gasped. Oil King Cole nodded 
to Lacey and Attorney Morphy. Then h« 
turned on the representative of the Pacifix 
Refinery Company—the corporation that 
had come so near to shunting Cole to a 
sidetrack. 

“Hello, Bowen,” he said curtly. ““What's 
the latest news from the enemy’s trenches? 

Concluded on Page 101 
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“eR BT OTTERS ORNS 


These Four Standards 


Make the Mitchell Cars Unique 


The present Mitchell standards have 
been fixed and developed by John W 
Bate, theefhiciency expert. They typify 
his methods. And they make the 
Mitchell in both sizes a distinctive car. 

[hese standards in the past few 
years have multiplied the Mitchell 
They are creating new cri 
terions for strength, beauty and equlp- 
Every buyer of a fine car 
should measure what they mean. 


prestige. 


ment 


First — Efficiency 


The basis of all is factory efficiency. 
Mr. Bate built and equipped this 
mammoth plant to produce this one 
type economic ally. 

We build the whole car—chassis 
and bodies—-under these up-to-date 
They have cut our labor 
And those vast savings 


methods. 
cost in two. 


pay for all our extra values. 


Second — Over-Strength 


Three years ago we adopted the 
standard of 100 per cent over-strength. 
That meant to double our margins of 
safety in every important part. 

It meant many oversize parts. It 
meant much Chrome-Vanadium steel 
It meant radical tests to prove that 
parts met this extreme requirement 
440 are built of 
toughened steel The shock-absorb 


Over parts now 


ing springs we now employ have never 
yet been broken. 

And it means, we believe, a lifetime 
Two Bate-built Mitchells have 
already run over 200,000 miles each. 


car. 


The average repair cost has been re- 
duced about 75 per cent. 


Third — Completeness 


Then we found that most car buy- 
ers bought extras for their cars. We 
learned what those extras were, and 


added Mit« hells. Now 


them to 





TWO SIZES 
Mitchell 


base and a highly developed 48-horse 
power motor 


$1525 


Four-Passenger Roadster, $1560. 
Sedan, $2240. Cabriolet, $1960. 
Coupé, $2060. 


Also Town Car and Limousine 
a 5-passen 


Mitchell Junior ,.°’ 23°". 


with 120-inch wheelbase 


a roomy / passenger 


Six, with 127-inch wheel 


similar lines 
and a 40-horsepower motor s-inch 


smaller bore 


$1250 


All Prices f. o. b. Racine 
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Mitchells embody 31 
nearly all cars omit. 

These include a power tire pump 

i I I 


features which 


reversible headlights, shock-absorbing 
springs, a dashboard engine primer, 
a light in the tonneau, a locked com 
partment, and 25 other extras. It 
would cost you hundreds of dollars to 
add them all to a car W hic h lac ked 
them 


Fourth — Luxury 


Then we have made the Mitchells 
the handsomest cars in their 
In the past year alone we have added 
24 per cent to the luxury cost of 
these cars. 

Our 


class. 


€ xamined 257 show 
models, so no attraction would be 
overlooked. Our body designs are 
exclusive, for Mitchell bodies are de- 
signed and built in our own model 
plant. 


experts 


Thus Mitchells differ in a hundred 
ways from other like-class cars. De- 
spite that fact, they undersell any 
comparable All because of 
efhciency methods evolved by John 
W. Bate. 

We 
essential in a high-grade car today. 
In a car that you buy to keep. Go 
know 


cars. 


regard these standards as 


see our latest models and we 


you will agree. 


MITCHELI 


Racine 


MOTORS COMPANY, In« 
Wis., U.S.A 
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Concluded from Page 98) 
Are you folks in the Pacific having bre 
riots or something? What do you think of 
the Atlas Brea pipe line now? Speak up, 





man! Don’t be bashful.” 

The agent of the Pacific Refinery Com- 
pany lighted a cigar, revealing the fact that 
his fingers were shaky. 

“No, Mr. Cole, I'm not bashful. I’m 
just rattled— attled. Things happer 





so fast round here S« uu are the 


Dock Compar y 


Oil King Cole started a reply, ther 


stoppe a 





“No,” he said 4 moment’s consid 
eration, “I’m only the office boy. Lacey 
s the boss. Wave your flag of truce at him, 
you benevolent pirate!" 

“Ts he authorized to receive an offer for 
your pipe line and dock?” 


Mr. Bowen was mortified at finding him- 
self proved so poor a guesser, and he 
ply, even to Oil King Cole. 
Cole only laughed 


spoke 


Mr. 





‘I don’t know anything about his author- 


Reluctantly Bowen turned to 








then the Tidewater « the Atlas ors ‘ 
body would | more tankers and fill it 
w? rde tse Of uurse I r 
rong, but I nk that ! ne 
Bradford Bower ned on the ! 
We might a i suds F 
iff he said sha l've g 
t ind L’ll take ack to the 














Lacey Cole ar ered But | Ad VISE 
ou to get the thing settled nine 
t morrew I rning Bex sure ] gol 
he afternoons to ke@p aow! rn t word 
pressure, and I work in the mornings to 
iise it. If I should happen on the jeb to 
morrow withou nv word from \ there 
no telling what I would decide to do wit 
Mr. Lacey’s property. Good-! Bower 

Mr. Bowen left hurriedly, speaking strong 
words in his throat 





4 fussy tug ts captain stolid in the 
tern, its gasoline engine po} ng frant 
eally came toward them, shoving throug! 





the still waters the most lopsided, battered 
dingy and disreputable old hulk that ever 
was raised from a mud flat and sent out to 
berth in decent company. Her decks were 
worm-eaten and warped by the sun; her 








port scuppers were almost awash; what of 
her plates were visible were rust-chewed and 
battered her rails her two low 





masts 


leaned « razily 





was falling to ru she was worked 
round by the disgusted tle ig a touch of 
white showed about her stern, where she 


given part ol 


a coat of paint, but 
the rest of her was bone-yard victim, lost 


had bee! 
to all hope 

Seeing her weave perilously toward the 
new dolphins of the Tidewater Company, 
Oil King Cole leaned down over the dock 
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his face purple. He hailed the wood 
visaged tug boatman wrathfully 


* Hey, 


there! 


you!’ } 
Drag that 
here Move along 
SINK In a minute al 
The 


moved his 













} try } 
poatman ik 





no lin his f 
the idewater 
pany. This ist 
Oil King Cole 
perfectly still for 
turned slowly tow: 


the men you let down when you took over 


the Fairfax Oil Company's ground at Santa 


1 bought in ther 











Maria. ew ig 
first—Mr. Morphy can tell the legal 
name for it.” 
Oil King Cole swore 
“Morphy!” he exploded. “Is Mo 
r or Tr es Too 
rhe attorne had retreated to the pur 
house s« moments before rough mod 
esty and a lee g ol Gelicac t now he 
came torward e a mal dete ned 
ba Angus to the Angu weve 
gave him no time to speak 
No, Mr. Cole. Mr. Mory lid ' 
thing about e tanker u ’ 
I'he t g was about to irst into one 
‘ lamous tirade that always thre 
ene »end i ect nt l nat 
neve! 1 ror a nent he could or 
ind that n ent he had me to 
think l ea ! g Ang Ali Ve 
‘ pot es ed Ka ) n 
at , and came back, contronting I young 
nerintendent 
Company, eh?” he snapped 


Fairfax Oil 
‘Was that the 


ground at Santa Maria? 


one witha 














So you were in that. You were in that, 
were you? Um-m-m. And I got it, did I 
l see I see Ve l Ist ire read 

Angu xided 

“Or 1 can quit, if make ta é ‘ 
for Mr. ¢ 

You can, el | m-m! 

He turned to take another look at the i 
fascinated b horrific worthlessne he 
tug was 8 ging the hulk round he 
great water-logged thing moved hea 
remonstrant But as the men on the doc} 
gazed her st came into view he ne 
painted stern, on Wi mn there g tened a 
name black on white O King ( é 
s Then suddenly he burst i 
ro shter. With a qui ep he 
re rus Lacey and threw an art 
ro yuunger man’s shoulder 

That's good. The—best one 
l é pulled on me. Looset I 
coll somebody. Pound me on the 
b-back ! ngus, don't sa aword. M rp? 
shut up! Come on to lunch—both of J 
Help me to the car—because I'm going 
t suffocate!” 


He seized eac h of them by an arm: 








them away, the tears of uncontrollable mirtt 
rolling from his face ¢ his breath coming 
painfully between peals Once wice Ne 





nad time he 


looked back toward the old tanker, coming 





to stop, and each 





to rest off the Tidewater dock, and ea 
time he looked back his laughter caug 
him again as he saw that new and staring 


name. 

It stood out in bold relief on the battered 
and rust-stained stern of the tanker that 
for eight long years had lain o1 ud 
flats of Mormon Channel, and it shrieked 
to the world in new letters of black on new 
white. 

The old Hueneme had been rechristened 
Caveat Emptor 


| |, ™» HERCULES 











EVENING POST 











































Smokeless Shotgun 


POWDERS 


a 









Know Your 
Shotgun Shells 
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f At this end of the . 
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In Food Units 


A 12-Cent Package of Quaker Oats 
Equals 22 Pounds of Round Steak 


Che round steak will cost you 
trition—at least 4's times as much. 
cost 6 or 8 times as much. 

Bacon and eggs will cost six times as much. Tl 
average mixed diet costs four times as much. 

Remember that. Every meal or part-meal mac 
from Quaker Oats means an average saving of 


per cent. 


for the same nu- 
Finer steaks \ il] 


1 


le 


5 


Yet Quaker Oats is the luxury grade of the best- 


balanced food in existence. 


erain food. It is 
food, and nowadavs rhe economy tood. 

Think what a delightful way this is to bring dow 
cost of living. 


Quaker Oats 


The Extra-Fine Oat Food 


Of the most nutritior 


1S 


the food for growth, the energy 


n 


12c and 30c per package in the United States and 


Canada, except in Far West and South 
where high freights may prohibit 





An Aluminum 


Cooker for $1.00 


Extra Large 
Extra Heavy 
Made to Order 
\ 
1 

\4 


The Quaker Oats Company 
1708 Railway Exchange, Chicago 


1693) 
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The Son of Heaven 
Comes Back=and Goes Back 
By WILLIAM T. ELLIS 


HERE are no “embattled farmers”’ in 

Peking. Strangest and most significant 
to an American of all the interesting phases 
of life in China’s capital during these days 
of turmoil and terror is the fact that there is 
nowhere discernible any tendency to fight 
for one’s home and property. The restored 
monarchy was only two days old when 
wealthy Chinese began bringing their fam- 
ilies into the Wagons Lits Hotel, which is 
within the Legation Quarter, and so safe 
from attack or looting. As rumors of repub- 
lican opposition grew, together with reports 
of gathering armies, sheer panic seized the 
people. The streets were filled with fleeing 
families bound for the railroad stations and 
for the Legation Quarter. Rickshas, Pe- 
king carts, coolie-drawn trucks and even 
automobiles were piled high with household 
goods. One wonders what these pigskin 
trunks and lacquered boxes and huge blan 
ket rolls and net-covered baskets hold that 
is SO Much more preelous than courage and 
independence and manhood! Looking out 
for Number One has so long been a fine art 

China that it has utterly sapped the 
quality of courage. Nobody seems ashamed 
The Wagons Lits Hotel is 
crowded with rich, influential and titled 
Chinese, who are unabashedly saving their 


ol cowardice 


skins, until such time as it may be safe to 
go out and fly whichever flag is triumphant 
All of New York's Chinatown cannot ex 
hibit such a racket and clz 
as are found here 

While writing this paragraph | had to go 
out into the hallwayand suppress two high- 
born Chinese ing eacn 
other in their partisans and 
Of children, 


wonder ol wor 


itter and confusion 


ladies who were revi 
shrill tones, 
servants aiding the confusion 
to whom the elevator is the 
ders, there seem no end, and they are cur 

For a day or two thi 
new life among the foreigners is a lark for 
them, even if they do live half a dozen or 
more in a room; and they get more fun out 
of the Restoration and its collapse than the 


boy over in the 


ning little creatures 


yellow-tiled palace yonder; 
yet they soon tire of the novelty It would 
be better for them if their fathers should 
spend part of the exorbitant sums— fam- 
ilies pay as high as from forty to a hundred 
dollars a day for single rooms—-which are 
now flowing into the coffers of the Wagons 
Lits, to buy guns and defend their homes 
against possible raids from the pigtails. 


The Reign of Terror 

Not that I do not grant them some rea- 
son for being concerned over the conduct of 
the bandits. These comic-opera braves have 
long terrorized villages, knowing no law 
except the word of the chief. Chang Hsun 
and his army are the spiritual descend: nts 
of Kublai Khan and his hordes. Civilized 
usages mean nothing to them; they are the 
old Tartar hordes come back— with aut 
mobiles and machine guns. In my ricksha 
rides about the city, by day and by night, 
to watch the trend of things, I have more 
than once been held up by the savages. It is 
difficult to urge a ricksha coolie to go near 
them. Their bayonets have been stuck 
threateningly beneath my nose half a dozen 
times; and once, when I persisted in trying 
to photograph the main gate of the Forbid- 
den City, they prepared to shoot— but not 
until I had snapped the picture. In all my 
recent goings about China I have in only 
one place encountered the spirit of uncon- 
cealeG hostility to foreigners which was 
common a dozen years ago. That was at 
the gate of the Temple of Heaven, where 
the pigtailed army has its headquarters. 
Only those who know the beauty and sub- 
limity of this spot can understand the in- 
congruity of filling it with Chang Hsun’s 
hordes. Riding up close to the gate of the 
Temple of Heaven, through a throng of 
these dirty and sensual-eyed ruffians, I was 
given a reception that plainly indicated the 
pleasure they would have had in running 
me through and in rifling my purse. 

Thirty-five hundred of these brigands 
have succeeded in holding up all Peking de- 
spite the presence of two or three times that 
number of regular troops. One would like 
to read the comments of Confucius upon a 
nation that allows itself to be terrorized by 


such a handful of brigands. More to the 
point are the comments of the America 

marines here, who, though they number less 
than three hundred, would cheerfully take 
on Chang Hsun and his whole army. The 
old general is a coward. When I went t 

call upon him, his sentries, one after an- 
other, tried to take away my walking stick, 
lest I might damage their brave leader 
When he fares forth from his residence he 
rides in a closed automobile, preceded and 
followed by others, and with a soldier o 

each running board, holding a drawn maga 
zine pistol. An American’s mind constantly 
recurs to the anachronism of this old br 

gand in an automobile, able to overturn the 
government of the largest nation on eart} 


The Legation Guards 


Terrorization as a method of government 
is an interesting theme for study here. The 
fleeing hordes of Chinese who crowd the 
railroad trains, seats, aisles and platforms 
where they tie themselves to the rai] — ever 
riding upon the baggage racks, 
phase of the effects of this principle The 
lines of people, palpably nervous and 
tiptoe, who crowd the principal street 
waiting for the defeated pigtails to con 
from the Battle of Lang Fan, are anothe 
Back of them are the merchants, ready 
putup theirshutters at a moment’s war? 
vet not daring to do so, from fear of 
Hsun, until the proper moment arr 

All sorts of potentialities are r 

y these street crowds except 
to life and property. Should the 
come back and begin looting, there are 
fians in plenty to join in the riot Kni 
this, merchants have hidden away 


treasures; and the native 


are one 


Danks NT 
notes have de I reciated hity per cent w 

the week, have sent their specie int« 
Legation Quarter, though already, it seems 
Chang Hsun has seized five million dollars 
Other 


wad are mere ly adventurous idler 


liver to pay his mer 


what is new just like o 
Ricksha men are at t 
main streets, for the pigtails have a genia 
way of giving them opportunity to carr 
soldiers and luggage without any sordid 
financial transaction beinginvolved. Char 
Hsun and his hordes clearly belong on ti 
steppes of Tartary in the long ago, rather 
than at the meeting place of the nations 
with a Yale graduate for adviser 

The fact that the events of the past few 
days are possible makes it clear that China 
is yet a long way removed from exemptior 
from the law of extraterritoriality, whict 
puts a fortified foreign settlement in her 
capital city and establishes treaty 
wherein the law of China does not rur 
foreigner in this country is at all subject 
China’s law. In such terror of foreigr 
tervention does China live that even Chang 
Hsun respects these special rights. Wher 
events grew ominous on Monday, July sec- 
ond, service ammunition was issued to lega- 
tion guards, of whom there are in all about 
thirteen hundred here. Japan and America 
have the largest contingents, the latter force 
numbering nearly three hundred; and Col 
onel Neville, who took Vera Cruz, and has 
had a life of action that included the expe 
dition to the relief of Peking in 1900, is 
senior commandant of the Legation Guard 
His men hold a large section of the city \ 
and during these hot nights they 
the wide spaces of the great tower over the 
Hatamen Gate of the city, untroubled by 
dragon dreams, despite the carvings and 
paintings that surround them. 

On the wall is a favorite promenade for 
foreigners, and during the week of the 
Restoration a band concert was given ther 
for non-Chinese residents of the city. Th 
fall or rise of empire in China does not d 
turb the routine of some forms of life. Or 
the Fourth of July the American marines 
had athletics and an exciting baseball game 
Meantime a company of American troops 
were on the way to Peking from Tientsin 
to reénforce the garrison, and all Americar 
residents of the city were officially notified 
to be ready to retire to the Legation in case 
of outbreaks in the city. These Americar 

Continued on Page 105 
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Keep the food dry— 


Every gunner encounters rain and leaky boats wetting. Prove it. Pla Black Shell in water 
as well as game. If you have ever had a good shot half-an-hour—really a harder test than it wor 
go by while you struggled with a wet and swollen ever get in actual use. You wall find it still cham 
shell, vou know the value of shells that are proof bers, fires and ejects perfect 
against water. Che Black Shells are iterproof that rv 

Phe Black Shells will not soften or swell trom a f 


* BLACK SHELLS 


Smokeless and Black Powders 


Ask r for The Black SI If | n't ther G \ N ( B B ( 
| | » B r | 
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Rajah Repeats 


more than half of a/ spark plugs used by a// show the majority of a// cars finishing equipped with Rajah 


all big racing events were Rajah Spark Plugs. Plugs. 
This means Metropolitan Trophy, Indianapolis Sweep- The plug that stands up under the relentless test of racing 
stakes, Chicago Sweepstakes, Chicago Grand Prix, Cincin- is bound to give unusual service to every car owner. 
nati Sweepstakes, Astor Cup Race and the Vanderbilt Cup When vou change to Rajahs you will stop changing, for 
nd Gold Cup Races at Santa Monica. ; you will have more power, better hill-climbing ability, and, 
So far this vear 54% of aM spark plugs used by a/ drivers if you want it, higher speed. 
in a// big racing events were Rajah Spark Plugs. a a ace ae 


make of r ar ed te 


/ S CA vdy Rac ds ; ; , ’ 
Raia) : | ) ball Address RAJAH, Blomfield, N. J. 
ajah repeats. C Or ¢ ie ‘ \ rie races— 
Sajah repea uck rccident may Win single races HUGHSON & MERTON, Inc., San Fra = Rie Pp 


; , : 
but it’s more than chank S when the big races yeal after year JOHN MILLEN & SON, Ltd., M to, W 


SPARK Y PLUGS 


RAJAH 
Rajite 


ferminals and Adapters are furnished so that Rajah Plugs can be used with any car not equipped with the Rajah type of terminal 
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q Continued from Page 102 time for Peking The second u u 
oldiers were detained by the itting of the Republican generals would expire 
he railroad by the bandits, in violation of midnight, and if Ch Hsun did: 
ne protocol of 1901, and DY a battle be promise by that hour the war wo 1 be 
tween Republican troops and the on—and at eleven o'clock the pigtail era 
which the latter were « ed ir was issuing truculent defiances. For 
bloodless victory The ics eigners it had been a night of wild 1 SI 
a bomb from an airplane into the iding about town to observe the sig 
City, killing a eunuch and throwing the The British volunteers were all called out 
mperial family into | la to man their legatior ce oni N 
. This bomb bro ight into the camp few Sikhs were reguls it and 
j of the usurper. After five days of what the their section of the fortificati nelude 
headlines of the Peking Gazette daily called a bit of the bullet-scarred wall of 1900 
Che Midsummer-Moon Monarchy, the marked we forget! Chinese soldi 
wv of the capital, which is a plant that nd ge on ied the streets of the 
thrives best under the shadow of a throne, city at every few paces and squads of troop 
perceptibly began to cool. On Sunday marched up and down in most martial 
ternoon and Monday dragon flags had ar If this had not been China, an ob 
lown from nearly every place of business server would have declared that trouble 
One by one they began to disappear after was simply impossible, for the now loyal 
the middle of the week. On Friday night troops—which a few days before had beer 
the merchants of the famous shop streets ir taking orders from the bandit general! 
the C} nese city agreed that they would take outnumbered the Hsuchow br es tive 
down all their arago! flags Likewise t ey Six to one Ne vertheless, the shops of the Selling hom water svstem tesy r\ . , 
began to make ready the five-barred em city were not only closed, but the foremost aa . _ eer ~~ every pr ss 
blem of the Republ I found one thrifty retail streets were also barricaded; the been an important part of our busine \W now 
! ifacturer, while the Boy E aspect of ed oy most concerns every trom every angle every stvie everv n kc 
ll on his throne, busily prepari body in China is loot, for the 
f Republican flags the expected ae merchants had been kee g their valuable And we sincerely recommet Leader Home 
mand Pigtailed soldiers became less and stored away Streets were deserted ol as the best that money can Dt 
less conspicuous, though they still remained pedestrians. All flags were down, in sweet Chev male . os 
n guard at the teleg t fice and the martiality A tense atmosphere of wa . Ha 558 
1 1d statu eve they had been ing pervaded the overwrought city. oune engine, i shatt hand wel | 
For, though the proceedings within the - oo eae 
Pak Taadie: Ganae tens of aed The Party Begins Installed by dealers, everywhere! 
editing the ( hinese char ter al making ight came word of firing t tne : } 
e present se ear absurd, ir ne Five Americans piled into the N l H ») ; 
the a! it large there was being mat ‘ ng rickshas and started off to ir é Write for Information 
fested ething ne¢ nd portentous, ar ‘ one big lowa chap in the k ; SAN PRANCI i 
iug | Ires! e lor t! 1 natior fu iberance over the ex ement Pacific Haw 
Clea e Repu iteve failings, Little did we dream that a Chinese bull DS = Reages Attias Su 
has brought met gy unprecedented into vould find him ere the sun ha ‘ We . LOUISVI Laid ( . 
, Se of (nis wleahten af aches started toward the rumored scene of t ATLANTA- ° 
De suaniio duas sata bones ieeatenens BITTSBUROR 
et ul Chang Hsu he news of the t he outer Forbidden City. By t 1 a 
estoration of the Manchu nast i we had all become so accustomed to |} ‘ id 
wn thre rho ( na e next da ba ne tuck inder our nosé that ¢ 
‘ ! B J four troops were ‘ d almost recognize them | t H 
‘ ol Prote repu I cv were Cast up at ¢ place ! ‘ PHILADELPHIA Seonbene & Greham Eng 
4 ! Peking i torrent. Even men who pigtails be 1 d ve b ‘ eystone 8 & Mig QUINCY. 1 
vere counted reactionaries sent swift con- like. When th ronal table. | We gareeean Bat ibe 
demnatior The tremendous fa ! et hunting An ar ckshas came t ‘ EDO Hughes and ( any 
fu sensed in Pe ng. but there rea ma approa to Chang Hsu t ence ¢ National 5 TERRE HAUTE—Cra 
the Chinese. Disregarding forthe moment and every man ar rsena rhe w t A YRACUSE 
t he pit and , lering the trv at hich .. oo ese lier multiplic oA Pierce, Butler & Pic o Mig 
rge, it cle it the ege of being ind ammu er is one of a Kur ee Mackay Co WATERTOWN, N 
iled by ‘ representative re 1 Mexicar He seems to trust to the i ounnenn N . Ak, 
( us Lo the people W hive days alts wearance ot | we ons rather than to J.T. Wing & Samuel Sloan & ( 
the dramat coup a battle was fought } with any one of them. These troo The Most Popular Outfit 
gainst the usurper’s troops, and within a were even k pleased than their fe 
f the city was entirely invested with our visit and sternly barred our pa 
age but the magic word, M ‘ 
The Most Popular Wagon American, brought smiles to the face of th y 
OV med mir sioned officer it narge Ma seemed end — ; 
Bact 1 e |} nimous | il ol tt t tegic } tl, and he gave us per 
Phe este tag ses tackesiepeteict gision to as evan 6 the baum of te Leader Iron Works 
at prese sig is the great ma Grand Panijandrum himself Home Office and Works: Decatur, Il! 
of the Chinese pe r n const f Howeve e learned fror ul from New York City: 103 Park Ave. Chicago: 327 S. LaSalle St 
me man! M1 rig nd ol a new nationa thers that there re id been no ’ - 
lentity. T y have already made it appear and that his men would not open the g ( —- 
that \ r dim their rea ation of re nee the visiting te; was first up at bat Agents Wanted in Every School PATENT“! IDEAS WANTED 
publican principles, they are none the | So we steered our none too reluctant co FELT CAPS, HATS, PENNANTS, FOOTBALI 4 
hrough with emperors. This vast bu f back to the hotel, convinced that the game 
elemental pt il resource beel, muscle had again been called off for another nig HARD 8. OWEN, 3 wen Sey. © : 
nerve. | ence ndustr fert i ) en before, we had been give caiman EE =a = 
teachablene ery slow becoming the worth of the fifteen cents spent f [ i 
' wal. Vice ang, 1 hours r n the rickshas ce nowhere i 
he « it Ju i else on earth ¢ i foreigner g r re . | 
Renna beaiy paneer fo chant ir our Morning Bran | 
nal and t ntrol, as of yore—-Chang inspecting defenses at l, and t i 
Hsun de s that all the other gen the chance of being mistaken f for } 
ere n the orig il restorat Ss t it the rknes es per ’ | ‘ ‘ ca I 
mi ‘ of him! But there i g challenge 9 t an d f , ; j WI 
j ' t imperceptil ighout China e timid steed i be responde he f : - ’ i\| 
f democrat } ma et f t ‘ Joy come the morning i] , eS 4,» Pe , j 
} me r ( ir that P st and t the jude I ‘ont, ot @ k i. 4 P k 4 
‘ 1 leaders! U! ar pent h the heat and wit! f 2h ~ , iH 
ng earc! at n, t re came sweet i] ba Ls eiiwhne:, , ’ i 
id band nd his trooy the next ! irsdi J f | a i 
he tide of the r ure hen he leaped out of bed and e lig —— 
purning compromises, and declaring that tw ist breaking, saw it wa f | H 
A > rege ver eo Coane Meet 4 oA 4 , i) 
hey g he a h, a a 1 ck. I t toward he ! wee en 4 7 ae. 7 
showered honors are a rrying to cover i here was the cr e of ed | i _ s clog the syste : < < 
Ea er in this article Il mer ned severa rifle tne t rT ol cannor i | supp roughage . - 
‘ varieties of Pt g vehicles; I neglected to — s! ne nd the r The lack of bran brings dull da Rolled Wheat — 25% Bran 
; . Scien Chink le 1, ar nn Dol f : = an I blue days, headaches, bad complex | 
them all is the band gor cried the movie n — It drives most folks toartificial laxative A breakfa | 
i y . , ? ; , Y ’ ’ le » ‘ 

( ontere - and ym pror acne nav y ay a heedagye on a -- 7) wae ake , me | 
a fghti : in ‘al le "all - * — a ' the day on some tood rich in bran flake Pettijohn s Flour " . i! 
clear ghting was inevitable. Al mar enters of ex mg it ie ceneiion aie te. (ian not a patent flour v or Of \ | 
the pz ilia of war had been in readi a few minu Phe sheets enieinl lts purpose . Use like é ‘ I 
ness { both without and within the I leaning it ol keep you at your best a err L ; 
, dy understood that Wednes- 1 g to the I , | 
ai ! elevent Was the ritica 8 et ng —== —= os = 

















THE SATURDAY 


FLORENCE 


IL HEATERS - 


It burns an hour for about one cent, 


this “Heater with the Cheerful Glow” 


of order 


NOTE THESE THINGS: 
It can’t smoke. 
It can't slop when you remove the tank for 
filling. 


It is easy to rewick. 





CENTRAL OIL & GAS STOVE 
COMPANY 


310 School Street 
Gardner 


Massachusetts 


re- 





EVENING POST 


in the street in front of the hotel. From his 
window he could see the shrapnel bursting 
above the Temple of Heaven, and also 
above the Forbidden City; and each in- 
stant the volume of firing grew heavier. 
Whatever the failings of the investing 
troops, they certainly understood team- 
work. 

“To the wall!” was the natural thought 
of the foreigners, for this is the one point 
of vantage in the city. A large part of the 
southern wall of the Tartar City of Peking 
is included in the Legation Quarter, the 
holy of holies of the capital of China; for 
here dwell the foreigners, jealous, after 
their Boxer experiences, of every right and 
privilege. The entire quarter is elaborately 
fortified and defended by guards in each 
legation. An American, Colonel Neville, is 
senior commandant of the whole force, and 
directly under him are three companies of 
American marines, together with a com- 
pany of the Fifteenth Infantry, up from 
Tientsin for this emergency. From the 
Chien Men Gate eastward, a section of this 
southern wall is patrolled night and day, 
year in and year out, by an American 
guard; and an inside ramp has been built 
to the top, the lessons of 1900 not having 
been learned in vain. West of the gate 
tower, where the American jurisdiction 
ends, a defense of sandbags has been built 
in front of the ramp leading from the na- 
tive city. During hot nights the guard, 
most to be envied of all men, sleep in the 
great gate tower, the coolest spot in Peking. 

The casual way in which the Americans 
took the outbreak of hostilities was in nota- 
ble contrast with the Japanese. For sev- 
eral days the men had been restricted to 
quarters, except those who went about 
the city and outskirts on horseback, doing 
scout duty. Other than this there was no 
special preparation made. When the battle 
opened life in the barracks went on much 
as usual. All emergencies had been made 
ready for long since; so why get excited? 
Some officers came to the wall to observe, 
and the guards who were not walking post 
leaned over the parapet to watch the fight- 
ing. Though they were under fire all the 
while, several bullets entering the sleeping 
chamber of the men, I did not see one be- 
tray the slightest nervousness or panic or 
excitement. That they would have liked to 
be in the scrimmage themselves was unde- 
niable, especially in the light of the poor 
marksmanship of the Chinese troops, who 
clearly needed to be shown how to shoot. 
Aside from a few pious expressions of this 
sort, and real regret when noon came, bring- 
ing a change of guard and forcing the men 
to surrender their grand-stand seats, there 
was the utmost nonchalance. Down below, 
the marines and soldiers confined to quar- 
ters crowded the loopholes of the western 
wall of the barracks to catch glimpses of 
the activities without. 


Japanese Much in Evidence 


In the case of the Japanese it was quite 
otherwise. Scarcely had the firing begun 
before their scouts began to come in, 
breathless, afoot and on horseback. A 
company of Japanese was turned out on 
the run to guard the water gate and to take 
stations throughout the city. They also in 
sisted on the right to be represented -- the 
other gates, where the guar. ds of ot! na- 
tions were stationed; and their officer rs and 
men, each with his map, came up on the 
wall. Twice during the morning I saw 
Japanese soldiers and an officer driven from 
the wall by the American corporal, who 
felt that they were intruding and that their 
presence was a reflection upon the ability 
of the marines to take care of the place by 
themselves. For reasons that most persons 
thought obvious, it was clearly the policy 
of the Japanese to be as much in evidence 
as possible during this troubled time. For 
a day, following the fighting, the Japanes« 
Red Cross stretcher groups and automo 
biles ostentatiously paraded the city I 
saw more Japanese men, women and chil 
dren within twenty-four hours after the 
firing had ceased than during the 
ing two weeks in Peking 

That, however, is getting ahead of my 
story Many men of the mene ol com 
munity, and a few women, rushed to the 
wall as soon as they could scramble into 
their clothes after the big alarm clock out 
at the Temple of Heaven had sounded. All 
the foreign military forces were at their 
wt ations, and every loophole had its ma- 

-hine gun or its cannon—except the Amer- 
ican section, which preferred to be a little 
less ostentatious in its preparations, though 


preced 


September 22,1917 


the guns were out in the barracks yard, 
ready for any eventuality. Within half an 
hour five foreigners, three of them Amer- 
icans, had been shot while on the wall; so 
the order came that all civilians must leave 
this dangerous spot, over which bull 
were passing in several directions. 

An exception was made in the case of the 
only American newspaper man in the city, 
and of the American lecturer oy his 
moving-picture operator. Naturally they 
were the envied of all others, for or xy could 
really see the progress of the fighting, as 
well as its wt te details; whereas it is 
the quintessence of monotony to sit in a 
hotel, listening to firing without and to the 
latest rumors, and to the all-important 
news that a single bullet has come through 
the hotel roof. 

Never was a battle more simply staged. 
Peking is a city lying foursquare, with an 
other city, commonly called the Chinese 
City, joined to the south of the Tartar 
City. Running north and south throughout 
almost the entire length of the latter, whic 
is the capital proper, is the Forbidden City, 
a series of inclosures and palaces wherein is 
housed that most sacrosanct being, the Sor 
of Heaven. Within the outer wall of the 
Forbidden City, and not far from the Le 
gation Quarter, was the home of Genera! 
Chang Hsun, the objective of the attack 
beeen the legations, which border the 
south wall of the Tartar City, and the outer 
wall of the Chinese City is the Temple of 
Heaven, where some fifteen hundred of the 
troops of Chang Hsun were quartered. 
This was the first point of attack. 


The Attack on the Temple 


On each of the four sides of the compre- 
hensive city was an investing army of Re- 
publican forces — though their republicanism 
should not be taken too seriously, since 
they fight for generals and not for prin« 
ples. It happened at the moment that their 
commanders were after the head of their 
most formidable rival, Chang H 
as if distrustful of their own mil 
ess, they had offered a reward o 
thousand dollars for that same 
or without a body pendent tl 
the pig-tailed general had 
eh ow troops, while his 
siegers had something like 
there could be little doubt r u 
American soldiers would have rushed the 
pigtails within an hour, but these Chinese 
troops did not rush them at all. There was 
no bayonet fighting during the day 

For nearly four hours the attack upor 
the Temple of Heaven lasted. It was wortt 
watching A man on the wall could see the 
big s hells drop and count t} constant su 
cession of bursting shrapnel. Is there any 
other daylight firework po Be to shrapnel 
it bursts in a lovely flower of white smoke 
which first thrusts out a stamen of flame 
and then gently unfolds itself until it ap 
pears the most ethereal and evanescent of 
things. It is hard to believe that such a fair 
flower bears the fruit of death. As for the 
big shells, they raised no end of muss, ex- 
ploding in a cloud of brown 
tearing up the earth where , 

Twoai rplanes hovered above the Tem ple 
of Heaven, presumably correct 4 * r ange 
They also visited the Forbidden C and 
Chang Hsun’s house, and later were 
ported to have drop ped a bomb; but l 
was not apparent to those of us who were 

ng closely for one. In th f 
biplanes swept down quite 
egation Quarter, whether f 
ion or observation purposes 
hard to say. 

Machine-gun firing domi ed this acti 
ut toward the Temple « Pilccsen S$ 
imes it sounded like a watchman’s hu; 
rattle: again, like the stripping of gears 1 


a motor car; or, most all, hke a b 


nh smoke and 


struck 


riveting machine at work on a skys« 
As for the big rapid-firers, “the ) 
like nothing else so much as the trip h 
mers in steel works. The entire perform: 
seemed to Americans—and several 
of this— like a Fourth-of-July cele n of 
the old-fashioned sort. As a matter of fact 
more than one city in the United States 
used to boast as many Fourth-of-July cas 
ualties as resulted from this four-hou: 
bombardment of the Temple of Heave 
Five men were killed on the inside 
es ry like a dozen of the attackers 
though the pig-tailed soldiers told me the 
next “on that the number of Republicans 
slain was very large. Statistics are not 
easily gathered in China. As for materi 
Continued on Page 109 
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physically endure will emerge triumphant. Because 


of this, the care of the health of Uncle Sam's fighters 
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the Mexican border—so now, the men of our army 
and navy have as part of their standard equipment— 
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(Continued from Page 106 

damage, I saw, when I went to inspect the 
Temple of Heaven, one shell hole through 
the blue-tiled roof of one of the buildings 

i few slight shrapnel scars on the gre at 
marble altar, and a few broken spots in the 
tiling of the wall; and that was all. What 
became of the tens of thousands of bullets 
and shells fired during eleven hours of fight- 
ing in Peking is a mystery. Did 
Boxer magic turn the 
missiles into thin air? 

A modern musician should or 
the sounds of a present 
old idea of booming guns is it 
The song of a big shell as it p 
one’s head is really musical, with a strange 
wiry cadence and rhythm. Like the music of 
the wind in the telegraph wires is the sound 
of the bullet that is almost while 
the sip and ping of the ball that strikes and 
ricochets are farailiar to most sportsmen. 
One sound that was entirely new to me was 
the passage of the missile of a high-powered 
rifle 


some 
steel and leaden 
hestrate 
-day batth The 


adé quate. 


asses over 


spent; 


This causes an explosion in the air, 
is said, to the release of the vacuum 
and it is difficult to believe 
bomb is not e xplodir g dire etly over 
When this sort of bullet passes very 
close toa person the effect is like an explo- 
hin his own head, ee shattering 
With such music filling the 
wonder that the pigeons of 
vhich wear whistles fastened to 
and the swallows of the gate 
ould have spent the morning in a 
excitement? 
factors contributed to make that 
ting seem like a pla When the 
ouquets scattered the flowers of 
tiled roof of 


radiant and 


aque, it 


nas cre ated: 
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appeare d more like sor 
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serious 





be- 
attempt to destroy 


amusement of 


anicky eun 


paiace re 





no entertaining 


rness of the soldiers, with 





ld talk as we looked dowr 
dered it difficult to believe 
engaged in the task 
lives dearly in order to keep 
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‘ a Boy Em; peror, representa- 
tive of an old order that h forever 
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world 
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The Art of Lying Low 


At the gate 
ward there are two to 


where the Americans kee p 
an inner, held 
and an outer, 

a hundred and fifty yards distant, which on 

of Chang Hsur 

Men 





permanently by the m 
this day was 
These are the Chien 
Literally underneath the gate where the 
Americans stood guard was the rendezvous 
of the pigtails; and held th iiddle 


in possession 


men towers 


they isn 


highway of Peking clear back into the For- 
bidden City. So far as could be seen from 
the wall, the y were in complete control of 
the central city Gone were the troops who 
na so bravely patrolled the streets the 


was everything 
d 1 or 
i the day, 
a blue 


night before. Gone 


that 
lived except a stray t 


two and one 


heedless coolie. Ei when the 





firing was at its h« ttest, clad coolie, 


is shoulder a pole, 


on each end 
te ] 
troled Care 


bearing on ! 
ot whi 


lessly 


f 


h was a tub of goldfish, s 
along, giving no heed to the bullets 
that spattered all about him. He hac 
day’s work to do, come war or come peace. 
There were few like him, for the stree 

were as deserted as the ex« 


of old Ephesus. 
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avated highways 


China understands the art 





our post on the wall was the 
Japanese forwarding compar 

itnessed a picturesque touch of 
The manager came 
after the 


pposite 
office of a 
Here we w 
the old Orient. 
the sidewalk, soon 
with a huge two- 
strapped to his 
his hand. 
an hour, calmly 
neath the whist] 
how a Samurai 
death is near. 


his motive comprehe nsible: bi 
ines on the ll 


Out on 
firing began, 
ided Samurai sword 
back, and with a shorter 

There he stood for half 
SMOKinNg 
ing bullets, as if to show 

behaves when danger or 
His pose was pictorial and 
it the Amer- 


a far more 






sword in 


‘ igarettes, be- 








ican mar wall were in 
dangerous place, and they never once 
thought of striking an attitude. 

All this I saw in the intervals between 


the pigtails, who took cover right 
soldierly behind the stone balustrades of 
the outer gate. Within they had a machine 
gun. Most of their firing, however, 
aimless. Such a thing as marksmanship 
seems to be unknown in the Chinese Army. 
Despit the adoption of Western weapons, 


watching 





was 
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the idea appears to persist that the enemy 
is to be frightened away by noise and by 
formidable appearance. These pigtails fre 
from the hip, and I estimated they were a 
real source of danger to ar iy troops that 
might be approaching in the distance, 
the east, outside the city. Occasionally a 
man on the Chien Men would be hit 
carried downstairs on the 





back of a co 


rade. Until near the end of the battle the 
men seeme d indifferent to danger 
Not until it is experienced does the 


visibility of modern battle firing become 
impressive. Duringall the hours we watched 
from the wall, and able as we were to locate 
approximately the of the 
near-by Republican guns by the sound, we 
did not see a single marksman until the aff 

was nearly over. We were on higher gr 
than those who were firing and able to look 
over a wide area; yet we were t 
find any of the dozen or mort 
positions that were doing noisy work wit! 

two hundred yards of us. Of course the 
Monarchists were in plain sight, scores of 
them so near that we could see the whites 
of their eyes. We knew, 
they would not wittir 
who were 


positions of most 
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however, that 


re upon the for 





eigners, in tt 


of the game as well as spectator 
Camera:Shy Celestials 
The bullets that came near us weré 
from a distance, and not one of them wa 


meant for us—except when the movie mar 
turned his camera upon the pigtails, hud 


died for retreat on the tower, and would not 








desist when they motioned for him to go 
away. They may have thought the camera 
a machine gun, though I believe that it was 
only the usual Chinese rustic’s fear 
photograph will take something fron 
spirit At any rate, these fellows fired or 
us at a point-blank range of a hundr 
and fifty yards. Personally I rath 
pathized with them, for nobod 

be photographed in the t r of defea 


lie rning’s scenes 
the Monarchist crossing of Leg 
street it trave Se'S | ‘ ite 
court rbidden City. Amachinesg 





and sharpshooters had been placed, bel 
fortifications to the west, in the middle of 
the street by the Republicans, and they t} 
had the tl oroughtfare under ¢ lear and 
stant range. It was a zone of deat 
should have been impossible to « 


ross 











all the pigtails who w cn gn back 
base, for food or ammunition or had 
to pass over it. They would do or ‘ 
run; for, in addition to the enemy bel 





ade, there were sh 
the neighboring | 


in plain view 


arpshooter 
ouses who had this spot 





Perhaps a thousand met 


crossed Legation Street while I looked 
vet not one was hit! Only once did the ‘ 


perceptible effect, and that wa 


entire squadron, with horses, trix 


a body; they were driven 


nave a 
when an 


to cross in 





pell-mell, but without any ecasualti 
Thousands and tens of thousands of bu 
lets, and not one found its billet! One 
officer was so y a ! r ‘ 
throw him whil i hat ( 
drew his pist i} ne 
air 

About noon the bigwig of the pigtails bi 
low, a man not in uniform, took off 
pist | and cartridges and field glass, har 
ing them to his orderly, and, mi ng me 





for a legation official, called up that 
would like to the wall for a « 
ference. 


to come 


The 


sentries refused to perr 


this; so the best I could do was to indicates 
that he should go over to the Amer 
Legation, across fire-swept Legation Street 
It was clear that he wanted to tal 
render with the foreigners but he was 
unable to reach the legation. 

Steadily the Republican armies had beer 
closing in upon Chang poe ‘smen. Firing 


of Heaven had ceased at 
eight o'clock. A serious conflagration had 
broken out in Chang Hsun’s palace and t 
return fire from that difection had beer 
growin g le ss and less It could be a ques- 
tion of hem a short time before the c 
would ring down. General Cl 
had esc aped to the Dutch Leg ( ‘ 
automobile bearing a Red Cross flag and 
driven, reports agree, by a German soldier. 
His own private autemobile had been shat- 
tered by a shell, and half a dozen 
several horses had been killed outside his 
house. The best marksmanship of the day 
was displayed in locating the old general's 
headquarters. He had fought long en 
to save his face; so he did well to save, 
his head. 


at the Temple 








men and 


ugh 


aiso, 
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for Automobile Starting-Lighting Systems 


Driving storage battery fire engines and furnishing power 
for fire-alarm signal systems In great cities are part ol the 
day s work of Gould Batteries. The same rugged battery 
quality demanded in such arduous service is built-into th 


Gould Starting-Lighting Battery for your car 


The men who make Gould Starting-Lighting Batteries have 
back of them years of experience in building batteries that 
These men ck veloped and 
the 


feature of 


lives and property depend on. 
proj I 

pertec ted a radically improved battery plate known as 

Gould Super-Hard Plate the 


Gould Starting-Lighting Batteries 


and exclusive 


It is well-understood that a storage battery can be no better 
than Gould 
superior stre ngth, resistance to wear and sustained « apacity 
give Gould Starting-Lighting Batteries a fundamental ad 


its plates Super Hard Plates with their 


vantage over all other batteries. 


When you buy a new car specify a Gould Battery. If you 


need a new battery, there's a Gould dealer near you 


Gould Super-Hard Plates are also used in batteries for 


STREET CARS RAILWAY SIGNALS HOUSE LIGHTING 
SUBMARINES TRAIN LIGHTING POWER PLANTS 


Gould Storage Battery Co. 
General Offices, 30 East Forty-Second Street, New York City 


Plant, Depew, N. Y. 


Over 1000 
Gould Service 


Stations 


Over 2500 
Gould Battery 


Dealers 








. , s( 
are ¢ juipped to 


nive expert battery 
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Ten cents 


Ii the printed page 
ever looks this way- 


manner or tmp like Nu 
shots WB Mill. then dom ee 
oF gets alll mnxed wp with it 


yanicesia RNS iw 
il, 


when you try toread after smok 


ing a heavy black cigar, then 
switch to Girards [ 


Yes, switch to Girards and be fit! 


Clear head instead of dizzy head, 
keen wits instead of -cloudy wits, 
steady hand instead of shaky hand, 
sound digestion instead of indiges- 
tion, a strong heart stroke instead 
of a jumpy flutter. 


o The 
Cigar 
Never gets on your nerves 
The Girard adds to the pleasure of 
smoking, but it never sudtracts trom your 
good health. It brings you full flavor, 
bouquet aroma, real Havana—but it never 
fakes anything from your clear-headed 
ethciency. 
Doctors recommend it to smokers in 
place of heavy, oily cigars. Business men 


all over the country are finding it a 4e/fer 


smoke and better for them. 


Trv the Girard to-day. 


Ask for it at the nearest 
cigar counter. Three puffs 


and you'll be convinced! 


“Broker 


Real Havana 10c and up 


Dealers—a word with you 

If you are not handling 
Girards, there is a big trade 
waiting foryouin thisunusual \ 
cigar. Drop us a line today. 


Antonio Roig & Langsdorf 
Established 1871 Philadelphia 
































Theater-fashion, it looked as if the end- 
ing of the show would be a spectacular cli- 
max. About one o’clock the troops from 
the vicinity of Chang Hsun’s home began 


| to gather within the outer court of the For- 


bidden City, which was visible from the 
Chien Men. Evidently the fight had been 
given up in that quarter. From somewhere 
there appeared among the pigtails, who 
were gathering inside the first gate of the 
Forbidden City, a huge Republican flag. 
Evidently all the Chang Hsun survivors 


| were rallying to this point to make a formal 
| and dramatic exit behind the flag of sur- 


render. They meant to go to the Legation 
Quarter or to the Chien Men. In any case, 
they would march straight into the eye of 
the American moving-picture cameras. It 
seemed too good to be true. And it was; 
for evidently other orders came—“ Every 
man for himself!’’—and the troops scat- 
tered back, out of the Forbidden City, to 
offer themselves to the police, who by this 
time had run up a Republican flag. 

Not all the pigtails fled. There was still 


| the force manning the outer gate tower of 


the Chien Men. They could hold off any- 
thing but artillery for days; and they 
indulged in a great deal of talkee-talkee be- 
fore they at length decided to make a break 
to rejoin their surrendering comrades. A 
soldier-orator, who gesticulated largely with 
a fan—Yes; these soldiers carried fans! 
seemed to have much influence with the 
men; but there remained to be crossed an 
open space at the foot of the tower, which 
was under heavy fire. From half a dozen 
directions Republican sharpshooters had 
got the inside of this outer gate under range. 
As soon as a retreating pigtail reached the 
bottom of the steps—ping! ping!—the bul- 
lets began to spatter at his heels. Cower- 
ing, the men streaked it across the zone of 
lead. 

It was, for all the world, like a rabbit 
hunt. To those of us who watched, it 


| seemed unreal that these soldiers were flee- 
| ing literally for dear life. The spots of dust 
| behind them, which made them leap, were 


no joke to the soldiers, however funny the 
sight might appear to the American spec- 
tators on the Chien Men. Had any of the 
men been killea before our eyes, probably 
our sensations would have been more hu- 
man; asit was, candor compels theshameful 
confession that the spectacle was undeni- 
ably sport. Two chaps stumbled, or were 
hit, but instantly rose and continued their 
flight. A low chain surrounded the shrub- 
bery between the two gate towers, and this 
was taken by some of the fugitives with a 
leap, while others laboriously climbed over 
it. Hats—the funny, pancake, oiled-paper- 
covered straw hats of the pig-tailed army 
were dropped in flight and never retrieved. 
Ammunition was spilled, and blanket rolls. 
It was not panic, perhaps; but it certainly 
was haste! 

At this point entered the gendarmes, 
who had been hiding all the morning in the 
bushes that bordered the road between the 
Chien Men and the Forbidden City. In all 
possible seriousness, I write of a battle that 
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was stopped—in its final phase—by the 
policemen! Some of the pigtails were re- 
luctant to quit the good time they were 
having in the tower. They fired in desper 
ate haste, as if fearful of being caught with 
ammunition in their belts. Their hidden 
opponents displayed the same distaste for 
giving over the game; and the racket in- 
tensified, instead of ceasing. The police 
brought two of Chang Hsun’s buglers, who 
stood at the corner of Legation Street and 
sounded Cease Firing! until they must 
have been tired. Still, the obstinate young 
sters in the tower would not give up thetr 
Fourth-of-July celebration. 

Then the gendarmes advanced toward 
them, shouting angry words at the stick 
ers. So long did this continue that the 
policemen grew real peeved and threat 
ened to arrest the naughty soldiers. They 
also shook their fists at the hidden snipers, 
whose fire prevented them from going 
across and administering a beating to those 
obstinate pigtails, who did not know it wa 
time to quit. What with threatenings and 
coaxings and bugling, all came to reason 
and ran for life, except the man at the 
machine gun—whose name is the Chinese 
equivalent for Casabianca. He never did 
quit until the policemen ascended the tower 
and hauled him out, with revilings! 

Thus, the final honors of the Battle of 
Peking were with the cops. Quickly the 
hidden and hungry populace began to 
emerge to see the sights and collect sou- 
venirs—which is American for looting. 
Chang Hsun’s house, with the corpses 
strewn about, which remained on view until 
dark, was the most interesting objective 
The pig-tailed soldiers mingled with the 
throngs, some with and some without arms 
The Temple of Heaven troops did not give 
up their weapons until the next day. All 
were perfectly good-natured and ready to 
be drafted into the Republican Army or sent 
back to Hsuchow. Their solicitude was, 
first, for the safety of their general; and 
next for the three months’ pay that had 
been promised them by their conquerors 
Contrary to fears, they did not loot that 
night—but the Republican troops did. 

The actual fighting over, the politicians 
began to come out of their holes to take up 
the old struggle of party and place. Person 
ally I prefer the pig-tailed soldiers, for they 
have somewhat of courage and of loyalty 
Until a new race of leaders is raised for old 
China—men with honesty, bravery and 
disinterested patriotism —the nation will be 
the easy prey of any predatory Power, with- 
in or without, that cares to hold her up. 

Meantime it may be that an interna- 
tional commission will govern China, hold- 
ing the entire nation together until such 
time as her mighty people, who are unsur 
passed raw material, are ready to enter the 
family of self-governing democracies. To 
ward that day the Battle of Peking really 
contributed, in more ways than by setting 
the city aflutter with the five-barred flag 
of the Republic 

Editor's Note—This is the second of two articles 
by Mr. Ellis 


THE WORLD AND THOMAS KELLY 
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her already waiting for him. He hesitated 
as to whether he should offer her his arm as 
they followed the butler to the door of the 


| drawing-room, but decided against it since 





Mrs. Wingate seemed inclined to lead the 
way by herself. A veritable tumult was 
going on inside the threshold, so deafening 
that the voice of the butler, shouting “‘ Mrs. 
Wingate,”” made no impression upon it 
whatever. He bent over inquiringly toward 
Tom, who gave him his name. 

“Mr. Perry!” bellowed the man defi- 
antly at the throng. 

Then hurrying forward came a stout, red- 
faced lady in a white gown who seized Mrs. 


| Wingate’s hand and cried hoarsely: 


“So glad to see you, Lulie! So nice of 
you to come, dear! And this is Mr. Kelly! 
Come over and let me introduce you to 
some of these pretty girls!” 

Tom had received an envelope in the coat- 
room containing a tiny sheet of crested note 
paper which informed him, in French, that 
he was requested to escort one Miss Selby 


| to dinner. He had also acquired a cocktail 
| in the dressing room and in consequence 


felt quite at home—even rather superior; 
and this confidence was not impaired, as he 
followed his hostess through the crowd and 
received a confused impression of the ap- 


| pearance of most of the men. There really 


wasn't anybody that looked like much—a 
lot of little Willies with pointed waxed 
mustaches and pink cheeks, and old cod- 
gers with bow windows, heavy jowls and 
fishy eyes. He recognized and nodded 
somewhat patronizingly to Pennington, 
and later, at table, to Catherwood. He had 
not expected to see them, and he observed 
with pride the obvious interest taken 
himself by their fair companions. 

He began to realize that he was some- 
thing of a celebrity a little lion 
time being, and he had the perspicacity 
to see that he must make hay while the 
sun shone and seize the opportunities of the 
moment. 

** Miss Selby Mr. Kelly. 3e nice to 
him, Pauline!” and his hostess waddled 
away, leaving him standing in front of 
a pretty if somewhat Junoesque young 
blonde. Tom took the hand extended to 
his and received a firm grip. The girl had 
warmth, directness, and a certain kind of 
dash that was distinctly attractive. It was 
rather plain that she was a little spoiled, 
probably willful, and knew exactly what 
she wanted. It was equally obvious that 
she Was glad to have Tom as her partner 
at dinner, and she took pains to let her 
satisfaction be seen by her less fortunate 

Continued on Page 113 
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More Work Turned Out and 
Less Thrown Out 


How Good Lighting Reduces Spoilage 


A heart-breaking lot of material styles of MAZDA lamps, while those in turn gave 

NATIONAL spoiled! Where’s the blame—on the man three times the light of old-fashioned carbon lamps 
MAZDA “os a . ss og we te wee cir 
who fed it inaccurately into the machine, Six-fold efficiency from the same current 


or on the bad light that made accuracy 


all but impossible? The coming of this lamp with its abundance of 


clear, white light at little cost has made it possible, 
In every shop there’s an error hazard with proper reflectors, to flood your workrooms day 
a definite spoilage factor to be reck- or night with the best of illumination. 

oned with. It is due largely to wrong 

lighting—and it often amounts to many times the 

cost of adequate light! 





Good vision may be carried to the farthest cor 
ners and every foot of floor space made available for 
production—dark days as well as bright days— 24 


To right the error at its source you must give the hours continuously if necessary. By the use of the 
men good light, clear sight. And the very same means NATIONAL MAZDA C-2?2 lamp, the color quality 
that cuts down their spoilage will increase their pro- of daylight may be duplicated. 


duction and reduce the chance of accidents. One 


Il i t t—tl ] ins! But right illumination depends, not alone upon the lamps, 
Smal investmen iree large gains: 


but also upon the way they are installed. We shall be glad 
to refer you to our local agent, or our Engineering Depart 
National MAZDA C Lamp ment will help you plan your lighting. National Lamp Work 


ae . : ° of Ge al Electric Co., 34 Nela Park, Clevelarn Yhio 
The newest development in incandescent lighting is of General Electric Co., 34 Nela Park, Cleveland, Oh 


the NATIONAL MAZDA C lamp—a coiled wire 
filament in a gas-filled bulb. This, for a given amount 
of current, produces twice as much light as the older 











~™y 


== OG 000 - O@aa-6fermsd=": 





SATURDAY EVENING POST September 22, 19/7 





Emerson Records lower 
the Cost of the World's 
Greatest Entertainment 


“Let me make a nation’s songs, and I care not who makes its laws’”—was 
the utterance of a wise man, two hundred and fifty years ago— before The Marseillaise 
was written—before Yankee Doodle—and a long, long way before Tipperary. 


War brings out al/ the music there 1s in a land. 


The hundreds of thousands of phonographs all over America are being played today 
as never before—the solace, the entertainment, the inspiration of every home. And so the 
announcement comes with tremendously greater force of the new, high-grade, artistic, 


double-disc merson < ecord 


New Lists Playable on 
of Records All Types of 
Every Month Phonographs 


Emerson Records have lowered the cost of the world’s great- Hear the new Emerson Records for September. 
est entertainment by two-thirds. They furnish your phonograph There is, or soon will be, a dealer in every busy block—the 
with an unlimited repertoire—a complete library of records music dealer—the phonograph shop—the department store 
—at a price you can afford to pay. For $1.50 a month you may the novelty shop—the drug store—the hardware dealer— 
purchase the six leading records—the twelve latest selections. the book or stationery shop—the sporting goods dealer— 
You may have the songs that come and the songs that go—the the furniture store—the cigar store. Any dealer who has 

; & 3 gs g j . 
successes of this season and the successes of all time. overlooked them will get them for you promptly, for 

These are the records that are making new admirers every the Emerson Record is a commanding national success—a 
day. Each bears two splendid selections, masterpieces of welcome reality, available at an incidental price and 
music and entertainment. bought at sight. 

You select them, first, because of their excellence. Then Stores which never thought of selling records before 

& & 
you are surprised at their 25-cent price. are selling thousands of them. 

capunnianines a oat ; Think of it! The very latest popular song hits by 

famous vocal artists and musical comedy stars; the instru- 
Don’ t Miss These September Releases mental solos of great players, with all their little elegancies; 
bver There. Pa S< e Bag | “ 7 : 
7220 } vackee Doodle Boy. 7236} irish dies Rae Psp ‘ the songs of the trenches; the merriest of modern fox-trots 
i g 
7224 ee eae tide’ ee Mi 7228) eee re Se rent . and one-steps; the dreamiest of waltzes; swinging, thrilling 
7226 | 1 & Tesive o'Clock Peliow wian | [IZA \ The Shipwreck. b> Qua and patriotic band and orchestral selections; and charming 
‘ When e “Buddy” meets a Buddy’ ( ) Puniculi, Punicula Century Male Quart . . " al f ll f t ni . f f h a s 
| 7227} My Sweet Eayotian Rose. s. Ht 7229 | Qdstination ; Charles M sentimental songs Tull 0 t 1e perfume of the past. 
~ ‘ ing i aaa _- ~ sane - rena You can buy a library of forty of the very latest 
{ Rolling in his Li olling Chau Ss ab , 
7225 } emp's-samp Rag \ 7230 | OY thon Subtime Sweet Evening Star selections, on twenty double-discs, for five dollars! 


7219: ) Kees mp De Rone Fave Da Tat, ¥. Wa ner 7235 \ Liszt Rhapsodie. Part 1 


? Lisst Rhapsodie. Part 2 Art 


7 merican Festival Mare * { Rand § The Birds and the Brook. \\ 
7223 ¢ They Come , ‘ 7232} the Bluebells of Scotland. 


7222) Was Sonor tc Sars Qu Gir | 7934 Medeor Avscinsn rm | Emerson Phonograph Co., Inc. 
72213! ston Commandery March ean ena | Cae {mine Tagger D paren en & ; os 5 West 35th Street New York 








Write for complete Catalogue and name of nearest Dealer. 














(Continued from Page 110 
companions in the slight touch of proprie- 
torship which she injected into her manner 
and remarks 

“T’m like Red-Top seeing the world,” 
said Tom smiling. “Didn't you have 
saby-Days when you were a child? And 
don’t you remember the picture of the 
chick who started out on his career and got 





lost?” 
“*Red-Top? Was that the chick’s name?” 
nquired Pauline, innocently Jifting her 


eyes in the direction of Tom’s wavy locks 
He laughed 
“I didn’t mean to suggest that the 


was so close, but | see it strikes 





**Do you feel like Red-Top?” she asked 
good-naturedly 

“This is my 
society,”” he answered, “and I’m naturally) 
a bit out of my depth. If you see me drown 
ing please pull me ashore and give me first 
aid!” 

They were already on an @asy foot ng 
and Tom congratulated himself that he was 
getting along very wel Paulir 
duced him to two or three manif 
dial young women standing near them, and 


first appearance in smart 


ntro 











when the move was made to the dining 
room he felt entirely it ease He had no 
difficulty in guidin Miss St to her 
place the butler stood at the door and 
directed them where to go, and his cnair 
had no sooner been pushed in by the foot 


man in powdered hair behind him than the 





dinner began to be served 

Though fast getting used to luxu Tom 
was actually aghast at the reckle ext 
agance displayed what appeared t M 
rewarded by those round him as a simpk 
entertainment Twelve flunkeys waited 
upon the twenty-eight guests, most of 
whom were young men ar d girls of about 
his own age, with a sprinkling of oldish 
bachelors. The table was profusely de 
orated with orchids and roses, and loaded 
with the hothouse’s finest fruit Russian 
caviare served in ice blocks, green turtle 


Ip, pompano, mousse of an indefinable 





mag ent saddles ol 
1d onceaied in the i 
vecimens of fruit, golden 
licated ices of the form 
constituted a menu 
ee appropriate to the 
peror 
i plate and dr | 
rock crystal, and he ate and drank \ 
enjoying it all, not observing that compara- 


tively few of the young guests seemed to 


take any interest in the Lucullan viands 








offered them. The noise in the dining room 
was intensified by much shouting acro 
the table, and boisterous laughter on the 
part of most of the met n fact, 1 xt 
seemed to be the recognized thermometer 
of enjoyment. Only with difficulty could 
Tom hear what Miss Selby was saying 
make nimsell heard 1 reply One mar r 
particular succeeded in creating ar ver 
whelming din by his own unaided attempts 
to live ip the alread t par nd his 
iu is umpetings ld be heard r z 
high above the other uproar as he turned 1 
eccentri imp from side to side, shrie ng 
his witticisms so that none ol ther ho j 
be lost, his flaccid face flushed th char 
pagne 
g I the electr ghts anda stia 
ir e heaviness of the air. Once his eyes 
found those of Lulie Wir be nda 
huge bed of flami: hids, and she raised 
her brows and sl! igged her shoulder 
ghtly as if in deprecation of the scene 


about them. But in spite of the blur that 


t coming across nis vision he exper 


enced a strange exhilaration. He felt almost 





s if he were taking part in some b 











ceremonial. The hubbub w l 
frenzied shouting of fanatics before some 
heathen altar, and the odor of the food lik« 
the incense offered to some and ter 
ble god. When at last the us over it 
was with a sense of physical re f that he 
followed his host out upon the veranda and 
t the soft damp air from the ocean play 
about his temy ' foo offered him 





He must keep 
tournament. 

The tournament! He had almost for- 
gotten it in the excitement incident to his 
advent in this giddy social whirl. To- 
morrow | t 






he would go into strict training. 


Yet he knew in his heart that the attention 
he was receiving, the lavishness he saw 
about him, the recognition that was his for 


the first time, the discovery that in spite 








of his poverty he counted wa 


body, in the great world, the larger 
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of the material life, were more to him tl 


the mere winning of any tournament 


championship was all very well, | 
couldn't make a living by playing 


Now that he was one of these swells 


rich and powerful personages wi 





things, to whom money was nothing—w 


there anything he couldn't have 
shouldn’t he make friends with thes 
his host Welfleet, for instance: 


with him, and feather his nest? ( 


radym seemed to have a pretty sm 


of it! It shouldn't be difficult for hit 
to do the same thing 
Pondering thus, he was joined 


by Catherwood and Pennington, wi 
sisted on dragging him off to a ne 
group of men of about his own age a 
introducing him as the coming victor 
national tournament These young Itt 
evidently regarded themselves as 
eunesse dorée of New York 





, as doubtless they wet tor t! 











versation dwelt exclusively upon t 
private social happenings of those 
ve when it hovered wit! gi 
nuendoes over back stair ar 
entrances. Tom was accustomed 
ibiquitous use of Christian name 
lege, but he was amazed to di rv 

not only did these gallant yout 

an attitude of the greatest familiar 
himself and with one another, but t 
eemed to be on a ntimate foot 
all the adults, male and female ntr 


d New! 


rele of the Four Hundred Elder 


sons, Who apparentiy Nad a 





























» t J 
amount of personal dignity, were ref i : : ‘ 
to easily as Bobby This and Da That, \' the Beech-Nut plant, the expert who erin 
much as the man in the street refe t . ; 
favorite race horse, actress or prize fig 4L% tends the roasting of the peanuts for Lk Nut 
ee ee ce Peanut Butter, works in a room lighted by gt Nort! 
cle. Most of the boys were not tw skylights—like a photograph studi This is to insure 
five years old, yet their talk was 1 
of gambling houses and demin la unvarying evenness of light. 
They seemed to view Tom much a é 
patrician youths of ancment R Zz | venness of light is necessary to determine When tl 
nave regarded a well-recommenas giad . . . : 
since he appeared strong , and peanuts Nave reached a certain shade of br » cr 
liv nT \ ‘ rdec r YY Tt he : ’ ] 1 
~ wt Ke apy et Saatihan it ‘the which indicates that they are perfectly roaste 
; ~~ eel h th It is such exactness as this through ta it 
i mest *affa nt I proce es that produces the characteristic flay 
friends and their friend father " . ; 
mothers shocked him He had thoug! 
himself quite man of the wor bet ore . 4 
had himself tr ge na i ce | ( “y ~ , “A i y -3- 
and pretent is ta bout peopl ) » 
ton and Brookline whom he | ard Knew « ( \- } | i 
but this was—well, raw! It was one thing \ i . \ 
reler to an eiderly married man |! r = . “ ‘ - . 
fir name— Fredd for nstance it . . 
oper toad i allowance toar r ) an y - j y 4 | 
ous wudey e artiste and larre tr - > 4) tL + 
re ran Exactness ns ect of pea it . NX ! 
mates \ i peanuts I ! t | I 
t f ed Vir is \ tl hs 
In a word, the tone was low Phe ie 
sation seemed to ! ve become hope 
mired. Even the is of athle fect k t ! \ Hut 
colored by betting talk—of big su j 4 
derat } Ma . . 
vere besides half f 
e matrimor pre f the cru ‘ ts at the s ‘ ' 
rtunes of several of these g 
ated, as well as those of tt so that Be Nut Peanut Butter y 
1d there Was also a good de | As the j f | Kact . R \ 
commonly relerre t 
S ler, b ter described as c} ’ a tu tT? f | 13 ‘N 
murder : is gentle art thes h « ' r} eat S H 
gentlemen had already acquired ; F , 
Italian hand. They spared 1 ‘ W he : . 
other ibjects waned they ret ed t lf too 
with renewed zest. The stat eiled Beoch-Net Peanut Bauer s ' 
but if the thrust was usua ehind the ; < 
irras, poor old Polonius wv mate bet G s like Beech-N 
dragget fortha tim ‘ ch 
But if Tom was startled he 1 . “ 
none the les with passionate eager Lh () 6 Nhe’ 
to all that he heard. It tickle \ t i H I 
to feel himself on such a familiar f V membx of ti fan } 
with the great, or those who walked t : ia ‘ 
them. This was a young party; but at Wek I t h 5 ‘ i 
any rate his companions—all these outl alwavs hand 
and maidens were the pages and flowe 
virls, the courtiers or a. yuri¢ of {sk Your Grocer Al Super 
royalty. He gathered that there was a ( ff Nut | B 
richer world beyond —even than th What 
marvels lay behind those other do as Bk I H NI I \( KING ( OM ANY ( . ! 
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HE prestige of ATHENA 

Underwear is due to a 
happy combination of excel- 
lent materials and superlative 
comfort qualities 


ATHENA 


UNDERWEAR 


FOR WOMEN AND CHILDREN 


Each garment is shaped in 
the making to figure-fitting 
perfection. It conforms to 
the natural body lines, giving 
ease and grace of movement. 

Unlike the ordinary bag-like 
underwear, ATHENA under- 
wear fits perfectly without stretch- 
ing. Think what this means in 
comfort. 


Note 
between 
and the 


Study the pictures: 
the striking contrast 
ATHENA Underwear 


ordinary kind. 


You need not pay a premium 
for ATHENA Underwear. It is 
made in all sizes, weights and 
qualities, at the prices you have 
been accustomed to pay. 


Ask for ATHENA underwear 


at your local dealer’s. 


MARSHALL FIELD & CO. 
CHICAGO 


| the palaces of the great. 


| doubtful as to his knowledge 


| dered awayamong theJapanese 


| taking advantage of the 


| and the noise of carriages, with the 
| of the 
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Paint Your Ford for $1.00 


» Finish and you have a new | 


vat of Glidder it 
irs 
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alert 


Fini 


oking ca 

irs you'll be driving again. 

hat will give you lasting satisfaction 

annot supply you, send $1.00 (Canadian Imperial Quart 
THE GLIDDEN VARNISH CO, 1501 Berea Ra 
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mt finish t 
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1 Address, Toronto, Ontario 


sudden contrition 


yet closed? If these were the children, 
what of the parents? He flattered himself 
that it would take but little practice on 
his part to talk as glibly as these other 
fellows. Apparently no mental acquire- 
ment was necessary. Politics, art, philos- 
ophy, books, were not touched upon. To 
be shaved, bathed, well tailored, to have 
your hair parted in the middle, to wear a 
white waistcoat and a dress shirt with 
pearl studs—imitation perhaps—to look 
pleasant and have a ready smile—these 
were all the essentials for admission into 
So far as Tom 
could see there was nothing about these 
men, save their strict adherence to con- 
vention in the matters of manners and 
dress, to differentiate them from any other 
youths of their own age, except the fact 
that they were the guests of Mrs. Welfleet 
in Newport, Rhode Island, instead of being 
the guests of Mrs. John Smith, of some- 
where else. 

At the end of half an hour or so the 
orchestra began tuning up in a pavilion 
which had been erected for the occasion 
on the Welfleets’ extensive lawn, and the 
party on the veranda broke up, some of 
the men returning to the drawing-room, 
but the majority floating toward the li- 
brary, where tables had been prepared for 
whist and poker. 

Tom, diffident 
of comparative 


about entering a hall full 
strangers and somewhat 
of the art 
as practiced in Newport, 
»lanterns ul! 
til the ball should begin and he could have 
an opportunity to observe in what respect, 
if at all, the manners of the Four Hundred 
differed from those of the Back Bay. 

A few adventurous couples had alread) 
found their way to the pavilion and were 
unimpeded floor 
rattle of harness 


shout 


of dancing 


Wali- 


The glare of lights, the 
coachmen, came through the 
bery from the near-by drive. The 
at other dinner parties were “coming on”’ 
to Mrs. Welfleet’s. The babel of 
in the house had increased to nearly double 
its previous volume. The halls were full 
of the newly arrived, whose 
greetings, rising sharply above the strains 
of the orchestra, penetrated the night. 

Soon the ample rooms could no longer 
contain the plethora of guests who surged 
out upon the piazza and near-by law: 
There began to be a concerted motior 
toward the pavilion. Tom, feeling that he 
must not lose this opportunity of extend 
ing his acquaintance, sauntered gradually 
in the same direction, looking i Mi 
Selby. He had already accepted her ir 
vitation to take lunch on her father’s 
yacht next day, and he regarded her as a 
sort of social sponsor, a part which she 
was obviously quite ready to play. 

He had half a dozen dances with 
who graciously permitted several of her 
friends to share his acquair while 
maintaining a general supervision over his 
career, and he was introduced to 
thirty or forty young ladies of various 
degrees of physical attractiveness. But ir 
all this riot of wealth and beauty he saw no 
one who in his eyes compared for an in- 
stant with Lulie Wingate, in charm, looks or 
breeding. Beside these sunburnt 
she was like an alluring Semiramis—a mys- 
terious Queen of the Night—from whom 
floated an elusive and intoxicating charm 

She was not among the dancers in the pa- 
vilion, and as he looked for her he suddenly 
recalled the fact that she had ordered her 
carriage for eleven o'clock. He felt a 
coupled with fear lest 
offended her. He ran back 
and sought her through all 
but she was not there; she had 

probably. But in answer 

is question the butler told him positivel 
that Mrs. Wingate had not gone home; 
that her groom was still waiting at the 
front door. -The drawing-room was prac- 
tically empty and she was not among those 
gathered round the card tables in the 
brary. Puzzled, he returned to the pavili 
Perhaps she was waiting for him 
somewhere—expecting him to look for her 

Tom innocently began to extend | 
search among the shrubbery, but thougl 
he flushed several couples sitting ¥ the 
darkness Lulie was not to be found. He 
was by this time at the farther end of the 
lawn, beyond the circle of the Japanese 
lanterns. A warm humid breath ascended 
from the friendly earth, making him think 
of Cambridge—of the heavy, moisture- 
laden night air of Brattle Street. How 


snrub- 


guests 


voices 


boisterous 


Pauline, 
- 


tance 


some 


blondes 


he should have 
to the house 
the rooms, 


gone home 


still 
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different all this was from the dul a. ) 
vincial college town! Again his bre 
swelled with the delicious, almost « deliri 
consciousness that he, Tom Kelly 
who had once regarded himself as a sort 
of mucker, at least as a social undesira 
ble—had come, and already partly 
conquered this important outpost of th 
great world; was already an honored guest 
in the summer social center of America; had 
found more than favor in the tender eyes 
of two beautiful women. It did not seem 
possible that all this coula have happened 
to him. The strains of the Blue Danube 
floated across the velvet grass. The night 
lacked but one joy—he had not danced 
with Lulie! Where could she be? If he 
could only find her he might possibly per 
suade her tosurrender her prejudices against 
the empty pleasures of society to the ex 
tent of letting him take her in his arms 
in the pavilion, of course. 

In this mood of self-satisfied exaltatior 
he slowly turned and made his way through 
the shrubbery with the idea of returning 
to the house. "He was now in a remote 
corner of the grounds, where it was quite 
dark and where the orchestra 
heard but faintly, and he had progressed 
not more than a dozen when u 
expectedly, just in front of him, the 
ness was shattered by the flare of 
Framed in the outline 
appeared the 


faces 


ous, 


seen, 


could be 


steps 
blacl 
a matc! 
of a rustic imme 
gure 

th rown into 


house 
a woman, the 
relief. For the space of half 
econds— while the man was | 
gar Tom stood and watched them, 
trusting his vision. There was 
about it! The woman was Lulie Wingate! 
Chagrin, disappointmer anger, pos 
him alternately. What right had 
a married woman—to be off there 
dark, flirting w any man? 
as he stole silently off toward 
the bitter realization 
that if Mrs. Wingate 
dark in a summer house it 1 
of hi Any rights in the 
he might have under the 
must necessarily arise out 
formulated and unrecognize 
which existence 
He had 
her barely eig! Was al 
if not much older woman, with 
band. What could he, Tom Ke 
in common with her? And \ 
wrath at the sight 
another man told him that in 
way he had linked himself with 
thoughts; had promised |} if 
of romantic adventure, innocent 
otherwise; and he was furious t 
I furious at the discovery 
with him, tr 


half-baked « 


no dadoubp 


sessed 


nouse, came 


chose to sit 


had ‘come into 
Was there any such? 


thours. She 


them. 


blaze of 


tne 


was tlushed and his 
an unnatural and re glimmer 
addition he had obviously an irresistib] 
desire to talk, for his words tumbled in a 
steady, uninte rupted burble from his li 
This was a damn stupid party, he inforn 
Tom, just like all these parties. 


There 
nothing in it. A lot of young asses, fool 
girls and silly old women. He knew wl 
he could have a real time 
A real time!” But first—he | 
confidentially—they would go 
nice little place, sort of club, you 
here there would be a few 
»ws like themselves, and where t} \ 
have a quiet drink and play the whe 
Though Tom realized that Ally 
no condition to go to a gambling | 


; rhe 
ready to cast all 


inderstz 
ywered 


Lone 


only 


was quite 
tions aside—must see ev 
study the whole 
and Aliy? 
sober. To hell with everyt 
way ! They’ dad make a! igh t 

frame of mind he sought out . 


oa 
himself 
was no W 


than 


ordered up the brougham an 
Lulie 
nd assured him. Let 
She ‘d find 
he didn’t it wouldn't hurt 
Thus ended, or rat! 
night in Newport 


could take care 
her go home 
an escort fast enoug 


xvr 
OM awoke to an unwonted sense of con 
fort. Even the persistent aching of | 
head did not mar his delicious sensations 
as he lay there between the fine hand- 
embroidered sheets of his bed in the royal 
Continued on Page 117 
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Jameson R g Company, Roofing Contractors “ 
. T? 
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America’s Largest D ye P lant 1S Covered b&b . 
* efe * 2% BB 
wit arrett ecification Noois— 
at ; 
HE National Aniline & Chemical in preference to any other type because ‘ 
Company, Inc., is the biggest concern _ the experience of many years has demon- 
in the new American dye industry. strated that these roofs have a longer life 
It | ] i i f th than any other and cost less per year of In view of all this, do you wonder that Barrett 
. Ras poms say apes parts of the coun- service. The reasons for their long life are: Specification Roofs are more popular than 
try and today is turning out dyes equal any other type for use on permanent uid 
in every way to those formerly produced First, ings of all kinds? 
in Germany. because they are nstructed of Barrett 
any vecause tne an con cted o urre The 20-Year Guaranty Bond 
; ; Specihication Pitch and Felt, the greatest ’ 
Its most important plant is the Schoellkopf waterproofing materials known We are now prepared to give a 20-Year Surety 
Works located at Buffalo, N. Y., illustrated Second Bond on — irrett _— ation Roofs of hity 
—. , squares and over, in all towns in the United 
he rewith. a 4 ; greater amount ot ae is States and Canada with a population of ”) 
= . used in Barrett Specification Roots than in = ar de ‘ “Ws its 
This plant was designed and constructed : | and over, and in smaller places where our | 
r , .” . any other kind of roof-covering ind the spection Service is availabl 
by lhe John W. ¢ owper C ompany, one amount of waterproofing material in_ the 
of the largest firms of engineers in this roof largely determines its life Our only requirements are that The Barrett 
; . = D catk d , 116, shall 
country, and it represents the very best in Third oF = ra lated M Y 1, 191 , ‘ 
~ & .. ° . , strictly tollowed and that the roohng contractor 
building construction. nage under + 20-Year a — oe shall be approved by us 
; ‘ ‘ the roots must be constructed under the 
Quite naturally Barrett Specification Roofs supervision of our inspectors and we know Copies of The Barrett 20-Year Specificatior 
were chosen to cover the various buildings therefore, that they will be constructed right with roofing diagrams, mailed fr n request 
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Novo Holsting Outfite for every Reteting job 
reguiring iess than 20 H.P. These reliable 
hoiste are Dullt in various sizes and types 











Novo air compressors cover & 
wide range of sizes from 1 
HP. 6 ft. machines up to the 
19 HP. seca ft 











THE SATURDAY EVENING POST 


eeeee eee 
peee 


September 22,1917 








Y their record of performance under most trying 
conditions, Novo Engines and Outfits have been 
adopted almost universally as standard by contractors, 
engineers, manufacturers and all kinds of power users. 
Our book, ‘‘Standardized Power,”’ explains and illustrates 
the adoption fully. It shows why you should accept 
» Novo Standardized Power if you 
haven’t already done so. Your 
copy will be sent upon request. 


NOVo ENGINE CO. 


Clarence E. Bement, Vice-Pres.& Gen. Mgr. 
775 Willow St., Lansing, Michigan 


Lytton Bldg., Chicago, Ill. 








We do not manufacture mixers, but 85 per cent 
of mixer manufacturers furnish their mixers with 
Novo Engines. We will gladly furnish, upon re- 
quest, the names of manufacturers who use Novo 
Engines as standard equipment. 








Novo Saw Rigs save their cost on the first 
average sized job. Particularly adapted to use 
of contractors, carpenters, builders, concrete 
workers, engineers, lumberyard, millwrights, 
and wheelwrights 











Fig. 14139 





Nove Pumping outfits have stood the most 
severe tests e have specialized in power 
umping outfits to such an extent that Novo 
‘ower Pumps are noted the world over for 
reliability under all conditions 











Continued from Page 114 
He had ne | 


1 
ver occupied sucl a couct 


At home in Newbury Street all 


UulLe 


before 


the beds had wooden slats with thin, sand- 
wichlike mattresses, crushed solid by gen- 


erations of use; and at college he had slept 
upon a mattress with only the 
substitution of a sagging spring instead of 
the wooden slats. He had usually been 
so tired that it had not mattered; but half 
submerged in the soft and dainty voluptu- 
ousness of his present accommodations he 
now realized that the beds which he had 
previously enjoyed had, without exception, 
been hard and slinky. This was like lying 
One did not want to move 

still less to get up. 

Drowsily he wondered how one managed 
o get breakfast At home one arose, 
walked gingerly across the faded grass 
matting, and poured out the water neces- 
sary for washing from a heavy white pitcher 
into a white bowl on a wooden 
washstand, whose once varnished surface 
exhibited a hundred intersecting and con- 
centric circles caused by damp tooth mugs 
and similar receptacles. In spite of the 
feast of which he had partaken the night 
before Tom discovered that he was hungry, 
the for which indi- 
cated by the chiming of a small French 
timepiece upon the mantel Eleven o'clock. 

Tom had rarely slept so late in his life 
before But it did not seem pe 
late now. There 


lor, except to 


similar 


on a cloud 


thick 


reason was 


presently 


was nothing 


lunch on the 


Ss 
+ 


Selbys’ vacht 














at one o clock, and that was two irs 
away. He could lie in bed another ur 
if he chose His eye traveled acros the 
heavy monograms on the linen to a satir 
quilt hanging over the foot of the bed, 
thence to a wadded Japanese dressing 
gown and slippers placed near d 


finally to the naked Grecian y 
ing from her bath in the Ionian Sea 


a natural connotation he saw himself like- 





wise enjoying a refreshing bath in the 
porcelain tub in the a ijacent How 
cool and delightful it would i he 


those 


other st range 
hygienic artifices, such as the 


yuld try some of 





lie Dath. 





He threw back the sheets and swung his 
k pyjamaed legs over the side of the bed 
intil his feet lost themselves in the soft 


Then, as he 
stand up, his eye caught a thir 
onyx lying upon the night 
were imbedded three mother-of-pearl but- 
tons, marked in small gold letters Butler, 
Servants’ Hall, Valet. The words 
Hall suggested breakfast. He 
about places where one breakfasts 
but he had never en} yed that 
self here, if 
assume that such acust« 
the same man who brought t 
\ explain hov 
icets in 
button nm 


among the Gown pillows of the 


fur of a rug 


was about to 
block of 
wherein 








™ rv ant s” 
had read 


1 bed, 





surely 









roon He pressed the 
k back again 


French 





mattresses 
sed 
were 


the 


shutters had been cl 
and only sight streaks of sunlight 

visible upon the walls. The air of 
room was heavy with odors from the gar- 
den and the faint smell of silk upholstery 

A moment or two only seemed to elapse be- 
fore there was a subdued knock; the door 
ypened, and the valet who had assisted him 
in dressing the night before entered. Wit! 
out greeting Tom he first placed a fres! 
pressed suit of clothes upon a chair 
then, stepping noiselessly to the windows 
threw open the blinds. 


The window 











Instantly the room 
was flooded with sunlight, so that Tom was 


blinded. He closed his eyes and 
over comfortably. The man evi- 

what to do, and would un- 
keep on was 


almost 
turned 
dently 
doubtedly 
stopped. Tom could h 
thing in the bathroom, and presently there 
came a rush and swirl of water. Then the 
man suddenly appeared beside the bed and 
said deferentially: 

“Will you have breakfast before or after 
your bath, sir?” 

“Oh, I think I'll eat answered 
Tom, for he was not sure whether it would 
be good form to get back into bed again 
after he had once left it. 

“Shall I wash your face, 
the man in a matter-of-fact tone. 

Tom was genuinely Was it 
humanly possible that fellows existed who 
would allow a servant to swab their faces 
as they lay in bed? 

“No, thanks!” he retorted almost con- 
temptuously 

“Very good, sir,” 


Wi ve a littl 


i have a little 


kr ew 
until he 
im doing some- 











first,” 


sir?” 


inquired 


shocked 


continued the valet 
omething to ar 
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sir, before you have your breakfast? H 
Mr. Ally: 


1 can bring it i 


about a split of champagne 
very apt to take one, sir 
a jiffy.” 

The idea of drinking champagne on a! 
empty stomach before he had got out of be 
also staggered Tom's mental equipme 
Rather than permit the valet 
however, that it was not his habi 
tom he would unhesitatingly have risked 
the results, had it not so happened that 
champagne at that particular moment wa 
the last thing in the world that he desired 

“No,” he said, “I don’t think I 
anything to drink. What you got 
for breakfast?” 

“We have tea, coffee and chocolat 
replied the valet glibly. ‘ Melons, 
anges, blackberries and raspberries, peache 
and plums, cereals, eggs, bacon, chicken 
hash, lamb chops, sausages, hot rolls, cor! 
bread, toast—white and Graham—and 
health bread. Would you kindly mention 
what you would prefer?” 

Tom tried to remember as much of the 
menu as he could It dimly suggested 
an apotheosized “ Beefsteak, codfish and 
cream—rare or well done’’—the prehis- 
toric menu at the Mountain Home House 

“Oh,” he yawned, “bring me a piece of 
melon, corn bread and coffee, and 
scrambled eggs with sausages and bacor 
That will hold me for a while, I guess. You 
haven't got any griddle cakes, have you 

‘I can ask the chef to make some for 
you,” said the valet. “But haven't 
them ready, sir.” 

** Never mind. 
affably, 
yet at the 





to s Ispe t 


Sl } 
tuai « 


want 
have 


some 


we 


Don’t bother!” remarked 
not inclined to be captious, 


time desirous that the 





Same 


valet should know that if he did not see 
what he wanted he was quite ready to ask 
for it—that all these little things were part 
of his ordinary daily life, and that he was 


quite to the manner born. 
The valet 
tinued to doze luxuriously. Taken all to- 
gether, his recollections of the night before, 
though somewhat confused, were by no 
means unpleasant. His experiences with 
Allyn had and in spite of 
I discovering Mrs. Wingat 


disappeared and 


been negative, 
his chagrin at 
in the darkness of the Welfleets’ lawn wit! 
another man, the ice of this in- 
cident now seemed less marked than it had 
at the time. Frankly, he told himself, 
there was no reason why she should not 
have been there. It was hardly natural 
to suppose that he was her only admirer 
Yet she certainly had given him en 
agement! More encouragement than he 
had ever received from Evelyn! Lulic 
might be said almost to have openly ma 
love to him. As he lay with half-closed lid 
he could hear again the soft murmurs of 
her voice with their almost plaintive ca- 
the wistful, alluring glances 
from entreating eyes. Was 
little devil after all? Parradym had 
so, Allyn had practically admitted as muc} 
Well, what if she was? He chuckled 
lazy satisfaction He nly 
made a success of it at the Welfleet 


significar 





our 


le 


aences; see 
those she a 


Said 


had certai 





dinner dance! Quite the lion! All the 
girls had seemed to want to meet him; all 
the men had been cordially deferential 


going to make good at Newport, 
socially at any rate, and if he did make 
good There was no end to it appar- 
the 








ently. And part of good time was 
knowing girls like Lulie Wingate How 
ravishing she had looked yesterday after 
noon sitting in the shade of the hedge b 

the sundial. He wondered if she made a 
practice of coming to the pot at the ame 
hour each day? If so, they would have a 
trysting place. His mind rapid lor 


leaps. The fact that she was a married 
woman would make a liai f f 
He wondered when he should next 

How far his thoughts m 
him is problematical, but 


the valet returned carrying a tray covered 











with a fine damask clot! i loaade with 
china and shining silver m the ) 
he produced two scarlet cushions which he 





tucked behind Tom’s bac k, and a mall 
white wooden rack with folding legs whi 
he superimposed across the lower half of 
Tom’s body. Then he placed the tray 
upon the rack and stood at attention 

‘If you miss anything I will be just out- 
: he departed, leaving the 
door slightly ajar 


side, sir,”” and 

Tom surveyed the contents of the tray 
witl i The china was of the 
most translucent sort, decorated with a 
delicate tracery of birds and flower Ir 


front reposed the alf of a ASC1IOU not 


gratification 


} 
} 
t ‘ 


bee, 





600 Sq. inches 


“ of metal teeth 


that must not come together 





There are more than 600 square inches of metal 
to-metal surfaces in your automobile engin 


They look as smooth as a mirror, but a micro 
scope would reveal thousands of little saw teeth. 


When your engine is running these small 
teeth must be kept apart by an unbroken film of 


lubricating oil. 


Sediment in oil causes this film to break down 
and these teeth cut and wear. 


lhat’s why it is important for you to choose 
the oil that produces the least sediment. 


Veedol proves by actual test that it resists thé 


intense heat that causes sediment, showing only 
about one-seventh as much as ordinary oil. 
1} 


Try Veedol in your engine. 1 he results will 


convince you that it is ditferent—and better 


Where you can buy Veedol 


Veed l is more than ] Wy 
Ask for the e of Veedol specified for you 
on the Veedol Lubri Chart 
If interested in learning ut the _ 
| t if ‘ . ' " 
stamps for our 80-page ikistrated book AWE toe 
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Who Pegged Shoes. 


Besides pegging his 
usual quota of shoes 
each day, W. L. 
Douglas was obliged 
to gather fuel to 
keep the fires going 
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same every where 


at Brockton, 

makers, under the direction and supervision of experi 

enced men, all working with an honest determination to 

make the best shoes for the price that money can buy. 
BEWARE 
“ 


stamped on the bottom 


W. L. Douglas stores in the large cities. 
venient to call at W. L. Douglas store, ask your local 
dealer for W. L. Douglas shoes. If he cannot supply 
you, take no other make. 


“THE SHOE THAT HOLDS ITS SHAPE’ 


$3 $3.50 $4 $4.50 $5 56 7 & $8 


You can Save Money by 


W.L. 


Douglas 


Shoes. The Best Known 
Shoes in the World. 


L.. Douglas’ name and the 
retail price is stampe od on 
the bottom of every pair of shoes 
at thefactory 
anteed and the wearer protected 
against high prices for inferior 


T hev alueisguar 


The retail prices are the 


They cost 


no more in San Francisco than 
they do in New York 
are always worth the price 
paid for them 

he qualit yof W.1 

las product is guaranteed 
by more tha: 
rience in making fine shoes. 
The smart styles are the leaders 


They 


.. Doug BOYS’ SHOES 


Best in the World 
$3 $2.50 $2 


in the fashion centres 
They are made in a well-equipped factory 
Mass., by the highest paid, skilled shoe 


1 40 years’ expe 


OF FRAUD. None genuine unless 
Deuglas’ name and the retail price is 


TAKE NO SUBSTITUTE. 
by over 9000 shoe dealers and 105 
If not con- 


booklet showing how to order shoes by 


mail, postage free. 


President 
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of orange juice. Flanking the melon was a 
plate of cereal and beneath a silver cover 
he found the most deliciously prepared 
scrambled eggs, in which were embedded 
tiny sausages not much larger than ciga- 
rettes. There was also a saucer containing 
rolls of sweet butter interspersed with 
slivers of cracked ice, a plate of smoking 
corn muffins and a silver dish of crisp 
bacon. The finishing touch was supplied 
by a box of Turkish cigarettes and a silver 
alcohol lamp already lighted. 

Tom poured himself out a full cup of 
aromatic coffee, tempered it with hot milk 
through a silver strainer and added a 
touch of oozy cream. Having devoured 
everything edible upon the tray in the 
space of about six minutes, he leaned back 
with his head against the scarlet cushions 
and lighted a cigarette. The he ight of lux- 
ury! Now he knew what it was! It was to 
recline among down cushions in your pyja- 
mas at eleven o’clock in the morning, 
smoking a Turkish cigarette; with the 
breath of a rose garden floating in through 
the window; with your stomach lined with 
sausages composed “‘of little pigs and choice 
spices,” scrambled eggs studded with truf- 
fles, mushrooms and chicken livers, and 
hothouse melons at three dollars apiece! 

“I wonder what Bridget would say if she 
could see me now!” remarked Tom 
himself. Then he added to the door ina 
loud and somewhat bullying tone: “ Hello 
there! . 


to 


Is my bath ready? 


Tom, togaed like old Roman, 
emerged grandly from his bath and, reclin- 
ing in a cozy chair and smoking another 
cigarette meanwhile, graciously permitted 
himself to be shaved by the valet, whom he 
discovered to be not only an adept in arts of 
haberdashery, but a manicure, masseur and 
barber as well. Infact, he inspired such con- 
fidence that Tom would not have hesitated 
to consult him upon any difficult point in 
Newport etiquette or ethics which might 
have presented itself. Still assisted by this 
elegant professor of the physical humani- 
ties, he arrayed himself in his flannels, 
selected a tie sporting the colors of the 
Woolsack, and condescended to glance at 
the morning papers. In spite of his deli- 
cious breakfast and the fact that he had 
already smoked three exceptionally strong 
cigarettes, he felt a curious sensation of 
enervation—a craving forsomething, he did 
not know exactly what—and he poured 
himself out a Scotch and soda. 

Quafling this, he strolled windowward, to 
discover Parradym smoking his pipe in the 
rose garden below, upon the same seat that 
Lulie had occupied the afternoon before. 

“Good morning,” said Parradym with- 
out looking up. “Come down and take a 
sun bath with me.” 

There was something almost uncanny in 
the way this fat bachelor could apparently 
see out of the side of his head. 

“There’s a staircase just outside you 
door—to the left,’’ he added. 

“All right,”” answered Tom, for though 
he was now convinced that he did not like 
Mr. Parradym, he nevertheless found it 
difficult if not impossible to withstand the 
man’s peculiar, if possibly malicious, ani- 
mal magnetism. He selected a couple of 
mild cigars, filled his cigarette case and 
descended to the rose garden. He'd get 
some points on the social game, anyhow 
on the Selbys possibly. A rosy young 
patrician, he sauntered across the grassy 
circle to Parradym, who moved over to 
make room for him. 

“Great day!” remarked Tom with a 
touch of patronage. He at any rate was no 
sycophant. “What's the book? 

Parradym held it up with a smile. It 
was a —— cove red copy of Epictetus. 

“O Lord!” growled Tom. “ You might 
as well read the Bible and be done with it! 

“A chapter two of Ecclesiastes 
wouldn’t be a bad introduction to New- 
port,”” nodded the older man. “I don’t 
suppose you're ready for it yet, though. In 
a year or so you'll be chasing round looking 
for your lost appetite. By the way, how 
was it this morning?” 

“*Fine!"’ snapped our hero. 

Parradym looked at his watch. 

“I wonder how it will be for lunch!” he 
chuckled. “Let a casehardened old mate- 
rialist give you atip: Don’t blunt the edge 
of your appetite at the start! There’s noth- 
ing on earth to beat a canvasback, cooked 
and served in its own gravy. You can have 
‘em here—all you want—just like every- 
thing else. But if you eat too many of 'em, 
why they taste no better than boiled fowl, 
Curious —and disappointing too!” 
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“T haven’t tasted any yet! 

“‘No, they’re out of season, of course! 
Not that that makes any difference here! 
But it’s the same way with anything—hot- 
house melons, for example. Eat ’em three 
times a day for a week and you can’t bear 
to look one in the face. And yet, unfortu- 
nately, it’s so easy to get used to having 
them that one isn’t happy without them. 
Therein lies one of the great problems. 
Question: Is it better to eat melons and 
miss them if you don’t get them, or never 
to eat them and not to miss them? Wher 
you can answer that, tell me, will you?” 

“T’ll take a few melons, please.” Ton 
stretched luxuriously. 

‘That’s what I thought,” said Parra- 
ay m. ‘Well, it’s easy to get them here. 
They fall right off the vines into your lap. 
Melons, plums and peaches! Only don’t 
tell too many people, old chap. Don’t spoil 
the market! Let's keep it to ourselves!” 

Tom flushed uncomfortably. He didn't 
care to be classed by Parradym with hin 
self. But he recognized the truth of the lat 
ter’s earlier remarks about satiety. In fact 
the dinner at the Welfleets’ had been ar 
astonishing example of it. 

“*Guess you're right,”” he answered. ‘| 
suppose that dinner I went to last night 
cost at least a thousand dollars, but I didn’t 
see anyone there who seemed to enjoy eat 
ing it. I should say you might just as wel 
have given them scrambled eggs.” 

*Better!” said Parradym. *‘ Everybod) 
here is suffering from ennui — old and young 
alike! Even the children are bored to death. 
Your true social Newporter has no appetite 
for anything. They have exhausted every 
thing the world has to offer in the 
legitimate amusement and luxury. 
ever happen to think that that wes 
danger of this sort of life? 
legitimate— straight 
has any taste left for, 
other thing.” 

“Do you really 
Tom. 

“It’s as true 
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Did you 
the real 
There’s nothir ¥ 
decent that anybody 
so they go after the 
mean that?"’ demanded 
as most generalities,”’ re- 
plied Parradym. ‘‘ Anyhow that’s the tend- 
ency. But”’~-and he slapped Tom on the 
knee—‘‘that’s where you and I come in, 
my boy! These millionaires must have 
entertainment, somebody to talk to, and 
their daughters have got to marry. Ard 
the suppiy of presentable males doesn't 
equal the demand. Just look round you 
during the next few weeks! Anything in 
trousers that isn’t deaf, dumb and blind, « 
that hasn’t actually served a term in state’ 
prison, can live here for nothing on golden 
plover and champagne; and when the sea- 
son is over can spend the winter cruising 
round the Mediterranean on somebod 
yacht and afterward marry the daughter 
and the yacht too. Really, it makes me 
blush!” 

**I should think it would!” 
gustedly. 

Parradym’s bald cynicism almost made 
him ill. 

‘But the free ride is a dangerous game in 
some ways,”’ continued his new friend, wit! 
out noticing Tom’s tone. ‘And the first 
thing to look out for is the possibility that 
in a very short time you may not get any 
more fun out of it yourself—that you'll be 
tired of the same scenery. Don't eat too 
many melons! Go easy on the plover! 
Don’t get bored, because it’s your stock in 
trade to be interesting and interested. And 
then, my dear young man, you may be able 
to hang on like myself to a ripe old age, still 
moderately enjoying the dinners, the dances, 
the clambakes, the yachting and the house 
parties that will be furnished to you ‘free 
gratis for nothing,’ simply because the 
lonely rich have got to have companionship. 
And then, too, when you are quite ready you 
can take your pick of a hundred really beau 
tiful and highly educated young girls and 
go to live on the Riviera on papa’s money 
Well, what do you think of the prospect?” 
Tom turned on him in righteous scorn. 
“TI think you’rea cold-blooded old snob!"’ 
snorted. 

Parradym laughed softly. 
““Good!” he muttered under his breath. 
“Keep that up! It’s what I am, all right.” 

And then Tom felt a sense of contrition. 
Parradym was an older man and a gentle- 
man-—of a sort—and he had no right to 
insult him. 

“I beg your pardon!” he said stiffly. “I 
should not have spoken as I did. I apolo- 
gize. 

“Bless your dear soul! 
asked Parradym. 
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Building Comfort into 
the Big Army Camps 


Building comfort into the sixteen big cantonments i errr ers ~ 
another Panama Canal kind of a job, successfully carried . t 
. ‘heh 
through by American enterpris¢ ny 
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When the boys reach their camps more than nary can ' . 
forts will greet them. Army engineers have re n the importar Wie. she 
of comfortable, sanitary quarters and instead at ug ox ~ : i* n "; 
shelters, well constructed buildings, with ' 
board, will give protection from excessive hes 1 nd dampness 
To many an enlisted man Beaver Board already means home comfort 


Though speed is an important consideration, the cantonment 
buildings, camp hospitals and officers’ quarters have been built for 
permanence, with millions of feet of wallboard 


The country’s manufacturers of wallboard recognize t 

ment demands must be given preference. But bus 

must goon. Although millions of feet of Beaver Board have been 
shipped to the big cantonments, all demands from the building trades 
are being promptly met 
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Under present conditions Beaver Board is the most economical 
form of lumber or homes or business buildings it is the ideal 
material for walls and ceilings 


Beaver Board dealers, the country over have full supplies of this 
knotless, crackless, manufactured lumber 


y Pa The Beaver Board Companies 
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; 
By 
= De 


Ds 
pat’. 


ai 
‘| 





BEAVER BOARD 


FOR BETTER WALLS & CEILINGS 
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That Complete Citizen, Ben Franklin, used 
to say ** Drive your business —or your business 
will drive you!”’ 

I figure it’s the same witha cigar. At least, 
I've found it so. 

For years I smoked cigars of black, narcotic 
smack, that dimmed my eyes and put fur on 
my tongue. My nerves, too, registered an 
S. O. 5S. 

“Oho,”’ thought I, ‘‘a smoke monopoly, — 





in favor of the smoke.”’ 

‘To remedy matters, | tried a ROBERT 
BURNS. Forthwith I stepped into my right- 
ful place, as master of the situation. 


Le ih 4 
a ee cave caging a es 
Che point is this—J dominate the smoking wygh! (ac fl Mt hint 
hour, instead of my cigar. Good ROBERT in! Lidhavicnnteldy \ 
BURNS plays a second fiddle to my _jrrst. LY 
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We have a perfect understanding. ‘This is 
it: that | am not to cut down on the number 
of cigars, but keep to m/d-ones— ROBERT 
BURNS. 
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Listen, Man-who-likes-cigars! Mildness 
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can be mixed with goodness to make a palat- 
able cigar. Precisely, that is what the makers 
of prime ROBERT BURNS have done! 

How did they do it? 

The d/endand the curing explain it. ROBERT 
BURNS’ Havana filler gives him fine flavor. 
Our own special curing gives that Havana 
rare mildness. ‘The neutral Sumatra wrapper 
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helps that mildness. 
So ROBERT BURNS goes on, converting 
men from /eaviness to mildness. So grows his 
circle of friends, who smile as they say of good rw 
ROBERT BU RNS—‘‘Even better today than Kp 


ever before!’’ ow . wad 


Remember that Little Bobbie is a pocket edition of 


ROBERT BURNS himself. Price 5c. 


Robt Burns dear 


LITTULWJE BOBBIE SF straight ROBT BURNS 
Invincible JO¢ 
(Exact Size ) 
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The Motor is Healthier 
—and Longer Lived 


Her ir vou will love to Willvs-Knight sleeve-valve ul 
drive cd hates the re- motor that thrivesoncarbon ke 
» shop And its greater quietness an iusted 

Its motor is softer, smoother, smoothness mean less wea! Phere 
quicter and more powerful ind tear 
than any other type of motor So it not only serves you Konig! 

and it amproves with use. better and more constantly hard 
irbon cripples all other types but /onger than any othet lived 
of motors—sends them to type of motor built pleasa 
the repair shop every few In either the four or the eight See the 
thousand miles it has one positive valv dealer 

But this car has the healthy action—instead of eight for your \W 

Willys-Overland Inc., Toledo, Ohio 
Willys Knight ind Overland Motor Cars Light ¢ ( 
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: CRE wd This is the Genuine Al Alp, 


~ WASHTBURN-CROSBY CO'S 
GOLD MEDAL FLOUR. 

Do not be misled by other brands bearing somewhat 
similar names, or by parties claiming to have our Gold 
Niledal Flour under their own brand. Every barrel or 
sack of the Genuine Washburn-Crosby Co's Gold 


. Medal Flour bears our firm name in full. 
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